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PROLOGUE. 

tlTRlTTEN »T THE AUTHOR. 
8F0KBN BY MR. MIDDLBTON. 

WHO wrote this play fome might be glad to know^' 
And why a.fecret — 1*11 attempt to fliew — 
A certain youth, his name — no matter whatj 
Refolv'd to try if he could &&. or not. 
And to be feen by all, by none be known, 
Fixt on this projeA to deceive the town. 
Cautious, or voice, or feature to expofe. 
Poor Mungo was the part our Novice chofe. 
He locks his door, and fmears kis face with c.ork« 
Looks in the glafs, laughs, and admires his worln 
He dances, fings, and all fo like a black, 
Af^ elbow chair, the hamper on his back ; 
Afks of the manager to take a trial. 
And fpouting decent, meets with nodeniaL 
Up go the bills, the Padlock now the farce is. 
So careful, even in black face he rehearfes ; 
Curious to know who this fame flranger is. 
We fcan ^ach tone and trace the footy phiz« 
It's Mr. this*^-Lord that-*-conje£lure, doubt. 
Not one of us can make the younker out. 
The houfe is full, behind the culprit flands. 
Now fear appalls, now hope his bread expands ; 
l^eeps thro* the curtain^ trembling cons his part. 
The prompter's bell now firikes upon his heart. 
OiF plays the Overture; the piece begun 
Up goes his hamper, Mungo marches on ; 
He bows — confus'd, the loud applaufe he hears, 
A generous public diffipates his fears, 
Bncouragement draws forth his latent powers. 
And approbation falls in grateful fhowers. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Poor Mango meedog with deferr'd facceft* 
Now wipes his fs^ce, puts on his real drefSf 
Speaks in hisnatoral voice* and Oh ! forpriae! 
An old acquaintance ftands before our eyes. 
Juil fo» the fearful author of ot^ play* 
Dreading the nettle^ anxious for the Bay ; 
With timid prudence* has himfelf coiieeal'd* 
And by fuccefs alone, can be reteaPd ; 
Hb fears exhibit fome (mall igns of grace. 
Oh kindly bid him ihew his fbolifli face. 
Yet if ilUnatur'd folks (hould break his Tor> 
I fear the bard will blubber like a boy; 
But on this bafis ever will he truft, 
A London audience is as kind as jnft. 
To pleafe alone, he ake» yowr two hosn leiAire» 
Wifh to be pleased is half way meeting pleafure. 
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THE TOY. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

A jkoom at the To^ Tavern^. 

Enter Aircourt and \fi Waiter* 

A1RCOURT4 

Any of ourkds here at the Toy fince, Ned ? 

I ft Wait. Yes, your honor — the crew of your 
pleafure barge dined with us laft Sunday. 

Air. Is old Alibi, the Attorney^ often down at 
Hampton Court? 

i^Waitx Why, yes. Sir — ^be's now over at his 
houie. 

Air. Have you fcen his ward, Mifs Sophia^ lately ? 

I ft Wait, Ah, poor young Lady ! he feldom lets 
her go out, but to church j — a charity for fome 
Gentleman, like your honor, to whip off to church 
with her. 

Air. Why, Ned, I have fome notion 1— but to 

give you a iimile in your own way — the old black 

fafcal keeps her clofe as a cork in a bottle: which, 

to get out, 1 muftn't bolt inwaid, but turn fcrew 

VOL. IT. B round 
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to THE TOY; 

mund and round, and then (imirates the drawing 
of a cork) cluck's the word, {bell rings) 

[Exit flatter. 
How (hall I get to fee her ? — My new rival too! — 
who can he b^ ? where did Sophia fay (he faw him } 
{takes out andperufes a letter) " Noticed his watch- 
•* ing me at the gate of Sir A(hton Leveri Mu- 
" (cum — heavy Thower at CheKea— brought guar- 
^' dian and I to town in his hackney-coach — a 
** monftrous fool !'* — Yes, but if this monftrous 
fool (hould prove an over-match for all my wit — 
If I could only contrive to fee her 

The Door is flung open^ and id Waiter introduces 
Larry Kavamagh. 

2d^4/V, This way. Sir. 

Larry » Why, you icoundrel, this room is engag'd! 

2d fhiit. Sir, I aik your pardon, but I didn't 
know 

Larry. Pray, Sir, cxcufe this intrufioto— ^— 

Air. 0*Donovan! 

Larry. Aircourt ! who thought of meeting you 
here. [Exit flatter] How coukl you mention 
my name; Fm inc<^.~<lown here upon a love- 
fcheme — You know 1 told you over the laft bottle 
we cnack*d together at the Bedford— 

jiir. True, our candles went out, and your ftory 
&t me afleep— ( j?tf««fi) 

Larry. Well, rouze now— -You know, my father 
(who, from my having been educated abroad, has 
never feen me) taking a fancy to marry me to a 
daughter of Lady Arable's, that's coming with hiiti 
from Ireland, fends for me to meet him at her 
houfe, fomewhere about Hampton«Court here«^ 

Jir. 
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, OR, THB LIB OF THE DAY. 4n 

Alt. Lady Arable !T-.D*ye fee that avenue? 
Her houfe is— 

Larry. Let it ftay there«*^AIlibi, the Attorney, 
that*s his houfe. [pointing off) He's guardiaa to 
the moft lovely, the f^reeteft-^ 

Air. Eh I my Sophia ? {afide) 

Larry. Til have her. 

Air. Will you faith ? [ajidfi) What, then youVe 
acquainted with her ? 

Larry. The firft time I faw my chaimer, ihe was 
engaged in a wran^e with her guardian, ha, ha, ha! 
"-at — the gate of tbe--'-9-Mufeun^ in — Leicefter 
Fields. 

Air. Leicefter Fields— Oh, Oh! [afid^) 

Larry. She would fee the butterflies, ha, ha, ha! 
*-*-He, in a rage, flappii^ his cane on a (hew-glafi 
of watch-ftrings, feals and lleeve- buttons, criefr**- 
Zounds i it's half a crown^-rrthe e^d price of that 
pane, fays the man of the (hop. The expence of 
this accident determined the affair ; and the gene- 
rous Attorney, tnftead of Sir A(hton's, propoiing 
a trudge to Don Saltero's, I whip'd in a hack be- 
fore them to Cheliea. An humble di(h of tea, 
fweeten'd by Sophia's dulcet tones in praife of the 
wonderful curiofities—— Returning home, down 
comes an auipicious (bower, and to (aye eighteen 
pence. Alibi accepts part of my coach. 

Air. Your own hack, ha, ha, ha ! - ■■■ Yes, this 
U Sophia's monftrous fool, (afidi) 

Larry. I throw a tender glance, Sophia bluihes, 
and we exhan^e hearts thro' our eyes-*^— nSuch 

Air. Damn your ogles! (furliiy) 
Larry. What I 

^ir. I want to know your fcbeme. [recQViring an 
ajfuni^d gaiety) 

s % larry. 
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* T*HETOV| 

Larry. Will you help ?~Read that letter— 
{gives it.) 

Air. (Reads. ^^^^ Capias Alibi, Efq. Dear Sir, 
•* the Bearer is a young man from York(hire : 
*• being defirous to improve himfclf in the profcf*- 
•' fion of an Attorney, I reco^iim^hd him to you, 
" and think a dealing in this cafe wiU be to the 
*• advantage of both. ^ Your's, Nol Pros." Well, 
what of this ? 

Larry. Ha, ha, ha! Can't you fee?— That 
letter I procur'd for a little cafli, of a brother 
Lawyer of Alibi's-— I deliver it — it gains me free 
accefs to Sophia,— of which, if I don't avail my- 
fclf 

Air. Muft turn him ofFfrom this (a^e) Wpnft 
Alibi — remember you in the CheUea ^lower, ha» 
ha, ha! Won't he? 

Larry. No, he won't, ha, ha, ha! (Mimicking,) 
for CO get the worth of his money in gaping aboutf 
he fcarce look'd at me at Don Saltero's — and then, 
to &ce the Lady I fat befide him in the coach — 
then I (hall change my voice ; and to provide for 
that, you fee I've made Nol fay in the letter, I am 
from Yorklhire — ^and look,-^-5derkify'd all over (dif- 
flays his drefs\ 

Air. But really now, do you think old Alibi 
is fuch a dupe as not to perceive from your air, 
perfon, and addrefs, the faihion that's in your — 
altogether — What !--take you for a fordid-i-Jittle 
•wrlhabby — Curfitor-ftreet-^Ram-fkin Scribbler ? 
Ha, ha, ha ! Never, never ! — The Gentleman in 
your coat wou'd belie Nol Pros's letter, and get 
you, and it, kick'd but of the houfe, to the eter- 
nal difgrace of St. James's, and the triiin^ph of 
Cl>ancery*lane, ha,bahal 

l^rry. 
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OR, THE LIE OF THE DAY. ij 

Larry. Aircourt, I believe you*re right — No 
difguifing one of us. 

Air, Depend upon it the old Attorney wou'd 
perceive the diamond, tho' fet in copper. 

Lflrry. This air of travel that we acquire a- 
broad — I wifti I was'nt lb— -elegant in my — I wilh 
1 had a little of the common of— Now, you. Air- 
court, how natural you'd look the Ram-ikin 
Scribbler. 

Jir. Oh, you flatter me ! 

Larry. Nay, now 'pon honour, I don't mean 
to— only you are fb gpod a mimic — and by afting 
St thofe private plays, ha, ha, ha ! you'd be mod 
capital in the Yorkfhire Tike ! 

Air. D'ye think fo ? 

Larry. O, you'd top the charafter ! 

Air. Then, I'll appear in it. (j^i/tf.'— Now 
two. {Looking at his wattk) I can get to Drury- 
lane by the iecond a£fc. 

Larry^ *Sdeath !— Kjon't think of Town or Play- 
houfes to night ! you are a man of wit and fpirit, 
and may help me in this affair. 

Air. Her Califta is one of the moft capital — 
when flie tears the letter, ** to atoms — thus let me 
tear the wicked lying evidence of (hame." {Having 
unfien put Larrfs letter in his pockety tears a papery 

Larry. Why 'Sdeath Sir, you've* tore my 
letter i 

Mr. And then her fmile of contempt upon 
Horatio after 

Larry. The devil t^e you and Horatio ! d'ye 
fee what you have done. Sir ? knock'd up my 
whole aflfair ! 

Air. {Looking at the fragments.) Eh ! I afk 
pardon ! I did'nt think what 1 was about; only 
' your 
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H THE Toys 

your mentioning private pl^ys^ threw my ideas 
at once upon the boards. 

Larry. Blefs my life !-r-Now, if I know what I 
fliall — I woudn't wi(h for— *— 

jfir. Q)me, tho' I have deftroy^d your pafiport, 
no harm done, ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. No! Upon my foul and honor^ this is 
exceeding cruel ! 

Air. O'Donovan, you*d beft give up this fcheme 
— Befides Lady Jane Arable is one of the moft 
amiable girls 

Larry. Eh 1 

Air. An elegant creature ! Hadn't you beft fee 
her firft, before you commence operations againft 
the Attorney ? 

Larry. 1 don't know ; if Lady Jane is fo very 
amiable, — as it's a match of Dad's, — I may couple 
duty and inclination — thank'ye— I will. 

Air. And if you don't like her-r-For any prqjeft 
to gain Sophia, Tm yours, from a fpank to Scot* 
land — burning his houfe— or — any trifle of that 
fort. 

Larry. That's kind ! 

Air. It's mifchief, and you know that's my 
element. 

Larry. I live in it, ha, ha, ha ! — ** Love, Fire, 
and Frolick," that's my motto. — My dear Air- 
court, I thank you heartily — I'll go drefs (my 
baggage is here at the Toy,) and tlien for Lady's 
Arable's — Ha, ha, ha ! Dad don't know I have 
been five months diverting myfelf in England — ' 
thinks I'm ftili at the Univerfity in Paris^ ha, ha, 
ha! — I've rais'd a curs'd fight of ca(h beyopd 
his allowance — fported all — and, now, here in Lon- 
dpnj when the old one comes over, my bills will 

come 
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OR, THE UK OF THE DAY. rj 

come pelting in upon him ; but Til take a fquint 
kt Lady Jane, and if (he is-^{makes a face) I've 
Sophia at a beck. 

jtir. Your Sophia perhaps is at home now?— ^ 
that is-^-he keeps her clofc— 

Larry. Clofe '-^He told me (he faves him the 
ezpence of a clerk. A pen in her hand, (I war- 
rant,) this inflant ; and inflead of an — *^ Expeds 
ber ladyihip's company to cards" in a delicate lta« 
lian upon French paper,— it*s a ♦* il^irea^,** ha, 
ha, ha! 

Air. Or a twenty-corncr*d black text of " 3inAi 
<II Mtn bp tl)t$t ^s^entji?'* upon a (hrivelled roll of 
yellow parchment, ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. But Aircourt, don't think of the Sid« 
dons's Califta to-night. 

Jir. Well, well, I won't.— This letter will do, 
and for change of cloaths, friend Ned here, the 
Waiter, can equip me. {afide) 

Larry, {looking at ihe fragments of the letter) 
Honeft Nol Pros's letter ! what is to be done ? 

Air. Oh, Nol Profs's letter will do fomething 
yet. {nfide) [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 

An office in Alibi's houfe. 

Sophia difcovered writing at a high dejk. 

Soph. {Dajhing the Pen axvay.) I won't, I will 
not write any more of his plaguy conveyances and 

law- 
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law-gibbcri(h ! — Was ever poor girl fo ufed as t 
am by this wicked old Attorney ! Cruel Mama I 
-— to make fuch a wretch her. executor, and con* 
demn me to the guardianfliip of one, who will never 
fuffer me to be united to the man I elleem^ 
whilfl it*s his intereft to keep my fortune in his 
hands. — Here — won*t even hire a clerk, but claps 
a pen in my hand, and ties me like a feal to his 
ugly parchment, while my heart can receive no im* 
preflion, but the idea of my beloved Aircourt— - 
" Young Harry's the lad for me." {Sings and 
walks about.) 

Alibi [without. ^ 

Ha, ha, ha ! Yes, the very thing I wanted-^ 
[Enters] Sophy, look at my forehead j any blood 
come ? lonly wifhitwou'd ! — Fve been endeavouring 
to provoke the Excifeman, and abufing him thefe fix 
weeks ; but at lad Tve worked him up to it — Od ! 
he has given me a choice knock on the pate — Ye*, 
'twill bear a moft delicious adion^-tbe rogue's 
worth money, and I'll have fwinging damages. 

Soph. La Sir, do you go out to quarrel with the 
people only on purpofe that they may beat you ? 

Alibi. To be fure — Beat ! why, I have made fifty 
pounds out of the threatning wag of a finger, and 
haveearn'd a hundred guineas of a morning only by 
Cngle claps on the ftiouldcr. Now, Mifs, have you 
drawn up the bill of indidtment (Looking over the 
Papers \ Child, you'll have no ufe for your for* 
tune — your knowledge in the law will— By the 
Lord, • you'll make a choice chamber-counfel ! he, 
he, he ! this thump on my forehead has made me 
fo merry — but 'twill bring me thumping damages ; 
let's lee, have you done it ? It's my way to have 
the iotormation ready even before the battery is 

given 
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ritren— *^rwrfj. — ** Pkiifli aforcfai —County afor« 
* faid — did make an affault, and did then and 
" there beat, wound, and cruelly ill treat, againft 
" the peace of our Sovereign Lord the King — but 
*^ of ail the fine wreftlers, that dance on the green» 
*• young Harry's the lad for me/' — Oh ! the De- 
vil ! — Here's a Bill of Indiftment to come before 
a Grand Jury ! — So the excifeman breaks my head 
with his gau^ng (tick, and then, *^ young Harry'^ 
the lad for mer' 

• Sopb. Well, and fo Harry Aircourt is, in fpite 
of you or all Weftminffer Hall, with Lord Chief 
Juftice Mansfield at your head. 

jtlibi. I wi(h I cou'd but once fee this fine Mr. 
Harry Aircourt — in the ftreet tho* : only to fee if 
he's luch a Prime Serjeant as you make him. 

. Sc^k He a Prime Serjeant ! — No ; heaven made 
my Aircourt handfome, witty, gay, generous and 
good-natured. 

Alibi. It's hb good-nature that fhoves him on to 
make ballads about me, and fet all his drunken 
companions at the Globe roaring out in chorus, 
« O rare old Alibi !" 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha! 

jiiihu Yes, it's a fine laugh And it fcems^ 

when I'm lying peaceably in bed, I'm a Handing 
jeft at their Anacreontics, Sols, Free-and-Eafy 
Johns, Knights of the Brufh, and Comnae-il-fauts. 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha 1 

jllibi. And to clap me up in the print'fhops, as 
you tell me, he threatens to do. 

Soph. He fhall; you fhall be caricatur'd, the 
citizen at his villa, jufl returned from town on a 
Saturday evening; unloading the feat of your 
whifky tor Sunday's dinner, or painting your little 

VOL. m. c gr^en 
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green taib before your door, in your red night-cap, 
with your pipe in your mouth* 

Aliii. Pipe and cap! — noi3ody (hall know it's 
me, for VW fmoak fegars, and paint the rails in my 
three cocked hat, and my one buckled wig. 

Soph. Ah, you'll fell for half a crown, that's 
more than all the Attornies in England are worth, 
lia, ha, ha ! Indeed, my dear guardian^ Johnny 
Gilpia (hall be a fool to you ! 

Alibi. Hark you, Mife, Til Johnny Gilpin youf' 

Sapb, Yes j and youVe Irifli too, tho* you detxy 
it — but youVe right there, for you're a djfgraceto 
your country.. 

Alibi. Vm not — I'm not Irifti— -Who could 
have told her this ? (afiJe) 

Soph. Have I touch'd you ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

Alibi. Very well— you know Mifs you mount a 
new hat next Friday — that's all. But hats may happen 
to (lay in milliner's (hops, and old Gentlemen may 
keep their mon.ey in their pockets— ^that's all. 

Scph. You mean old knaves may keep other peo* 
pie's money in their pockets. Oh^, my Aircourt ! 
the worfe I'm treated by my ungenerous perfecu- 
tor, the mote I long for liberty by fuch a dear 
deliverer. 

Enter Aircourt, {difguifid as a Country^Lai.) 

Alibi, {feeing .AircouYt^ in a great hurry puts 
Sophia out,) Who are you, what do you want ? 

Air. {in a cwntry deakSi) I want tolara theLaa. 

Alibi. You want to larn the Laa ! — I wilh you'd 
learn manners. 

Air. Oh, I have, for I daunce morti(hly weel — 

Alibi. You dance ! — then perhaps yoif come here 
for a partner. {looking after Sophia.) 

Air* Ycz, 

AUbi. 
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: JUifi. What do you want ? . 

^/r. I want— that letter^ fgivss it.) 

Alibi. You want this letter — then what do you 
give it to mc for ? 
. Air. Look at the outfide. 

Alibf. *^ Capias Alibi j" iperufes^ " Bearer— from 
Yorkfliire Attorney — recommend — dealing — this 
cafe — advantage, yours, Nol Pros," — Well, York- 
Hare's a gp* <] country to produce an Attorney— my 
friend Nol gives yvu a good charaifter. 

Air. Oh, yez, Zur, Tm a very honed lad. 
- Alibi. Honeft, and want to be an AttoFney ! I 
don'i th.nk I can do any thing with you. 

Air. No ! then what am I to do with the money 
feyther has jfent up wi me for it ? 

Alipt. You have money f now I look at you 
again/ youVe a very promifing lad. 

Air'. Coufia Nol faid I might ;am, board and 
fleepherc. 

Alibi, {afide) If you fleep here, you muft board, 
for IVe no bed for you. 

Aiu You fee, my money is ready, zo I hope 
you'll afford me a good bed. 
. Aubi Why, you dog, your ready money (hews 
you don't want to lie upon tick, ha, ha, ha!— An 
able rogue, * ajUe) and if, in one of my pafiions, 
I (hould cane him, he may be for--^— ^Hark'ye, 
perlui/s I (han't beat you above once before you 
conimit a fault. 

At. Brfore! 

Mibi. Yes.; I may threfti you out of pure good 
nature, only to (hew you what you are to exped: if 
you defervc it. 

Air. Ga, then I'm to be beat to fave. me from 
% threlhing! that's good nature indeed, ha, ba, ha! 

C 2 Alibi. 
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^ THE TOY, 

Jlthi. (sfUi) I think I may venture to let this 

young owl into my ncft You are not' given to 

girls, arc you? 

Jir. 1 zometimes play wi the meads, a - i bit. 

Alihi. " You play with the rticads a wi Ht"— 
veil faid Yorklhirc ; but yoii woii't dare to fpcak 
to a young Lady ? 

Air. Ob, not for the world— Fd blufli fo hugely* 

jitibi. That's right ; I like a modeft youth— 
becaufe I have a youn^ Mifs within here 

Air. Oh, lack-a-daify, do you keep a Mifs? 

Jlihi. Ha, ha, ha ! what a fimpleton !— But 
ftay% before 1 determine to retaih him, Til firft fe* 
their behaviour together— Mifs Sophy ? 

(Unlocks tbi door and calls. 

Enter Sophia. 

Ahr. (afide) My deaf girl ! l hope (he'll know 
me. 

Jlibi. Well, now Sofdiy, as to the writing — I 
think I can — 

Soph. Ton my honor I will not write any more 
for you. 

Alibi. Well, well, you fhan't, child.— I've got 
a new Clerk, a very ingenious perfon. 

Soph. Some Fineffc here. This, muft be the 
fop that foUow'd me to Cheliea-^he faid he'd Vifit 
me in difguife— *but I'll diicourage his impertinence 
in time (afidi) Ha, ha, ha ! my very wife, vi?i* 
lant guarqian ! where's all your (hrewdnefs and fa^ 
pcity ?— Ha, ha, ha ! you can't fee that this is an 
jmpoflor? 

Abbi, Eh! Harkee, Sir, who are you? — Air- 
court perhaps««'-but, no, Am: woudn't dlfcover him. 

Sopb. 
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Sopb. A clerk ! ha» ha, ha ! this is only a vetf 
facetious Gentleman that's come hither on a fcheme 
to run away with me* 

Jlibi. How! 

Soph. Look ! you can't know the polite Stre-f 
phon that brought us from Cbelfea in the hackney- 
coach? 

utSbL This! (looking earneftly at bim) 

jUr, What, I—He, he, he] 

Sopb. Blefs me, it's Aircourt himfelf. {afiJe) 

Alibi. Why, Sophia, you're the moft conceit- 
ed — when neither you or I, ever faw this young 
man before — Ah, that coxcomb Aircourt, has blown 
you up fe with bis nonfenfe, that you imagine all 
the young men in the town are laying plans and 
metamorphofes ; ha, ha, ha !— Come to run away 
Wfthyou! — WeU, this is the moft ^egious piece 
of vanity ! you are welcome, my lad ^ and fo is 
your money. 

' Soph. Oh, you*d better not keep him, for now I 
look at him again ; he's vaftly like Aircourt. 

Alihi. She only fays fhis to vex me ;- -he (hall be 
my clerk above all the clerks in Chriftendom. 

• Air. {Bows) thank y*e, Sir, 

Sopb. Well — mind, if you keep him — he fhall 
A^ke love to me above all the clerks in Chriftendom* 
' Alibi. Hey ! Ah, Ihe wants to frighten me,-— but 
*twont do, Sophy. 

Sopb. Won't the fool even look at me ? ' 

• Air. He, he, he? thank'ee, m'a'am {bows auk* 
tvardly.) 

• Sopb. (Imitating) **Ho^he,hel thank'ee ma'am!" 
—Oh, you (hock I ' 

Alibi. He s no (hock ! he's a pretty boy. 
4ir. Thank ye. Sir. 

• " - • • Alibi. 
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4Vibt. And will be Lor(j[ Cb;u<;eIIor, won't you» 
Robin ? 

Air. That's my name, furc enough. 

^oph. Well, mind you Jack Robin — fincc guar^ 
dian will keep you here, you (ball be m) beay, and 
make love to me. 

Air. (afeSl^ng a bajbful JimpUcity.) Lovel-* 
Oh, Mifsl He, he, he! 

Mibi. If you really wifli'd he (bou'd, you'd 
never bid him do it before me, no, txoi yoii 
Isnow I know you, my litt'c Soph ! — . 

iiopb. Indeed yqii fiatteryouifelf my little guwL 

Alibi. Get you in. 

Soph. New, pray 

Alibi. Go ^ {puts her in) 

Don't mind her, Robin; her head's fo full of this 
Aircourt, that 1 beUcve flie'd defpile even a judgo 
upon the bench. 

Air. What then, fhe loves one Aircourt ? 

AUbi. But, my young dcik» by way of be- 
ginning, ril fet you a taikj ftep into that rcxun 
there, and ingrofs this deed. (Gives him papers ; 
Aircourt is opening the door at tvki(h Jophia uent off.\ 
— Stop, — that door, if you pleafe-^^Pr^^»/i his 
entrMce^ and points to the center door.) 

Air. I thought I was to ingrofs there, he, bf, 
he ! (.pointing to Sophia's door) 

Alibi, Robin, you're a good lad, but for a law* 
yer^— heaven fave us ! 

Air. Then you think niy coming here anfwers 
the purpofe ? 

Alibi., Oh, yes, your coming here anfwcrj th^ 
purpofe. (chinking the money^ 

Air. And that by this means I (ball get all I 
want ? (Jlealing the key out of Sophia's door) 

Alibi. 
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ASM. (counting the mcney^ Yb, by tim means 
wc get all we want. Go yonder, 

Air. Dear, how much I am obliged to Mr. Nol 
Pros ! [Exit in at renter door. 

Alibi. Write away, my boy; and I warrant you'll' 
be Attorney General fome Sunday or other. |*U 
drels my wig upon your block to-morrow. 

M£THEQLli7. {wilhoHt) , 

Are you above. Mailer Alibi ? 

AUM. Mr. Metheglin, Lady Arable's butler- 
then lhe*s returned ffom Ireland Oh, the fhug 

thought of me, to fet her on to purchafe that little 
eftatc of Sir Carrol O'Donovan^ the fpot or wliich 
I was bom ! I've made her bear all the expence of 
going over — and now Y\\ frighten her fo with bad 
tenants, White-Boys, and Pecp-a-Day Men, that 
(he'll be glad to be ofF htx bargain— Yes, I fhaU 
have it to a fong. Ah, Metheglin ! 

Enter MbtHeolin. 

Meth. How are you, Mafter Alibi ? 

Alibi. Well, and what, and how*s Lady Arable ? 

Metb. Rare and buckfome, and fo am L She 
has brought over a huCband from Ireland, and I 
have brought a wife. 

Alibi. Your Lady going to marry, and who, 
pray? 

lAeth. He's called one Sir My wife's a fine 

woman. 

Alibi. Sir who? 

Metb. His name is— --She's (o plump ! 

Alibis She !— but my Lady's huflband — 

Mf!th4 He's a man about—— -She fings like a 
bullfincbu 

Alihi. 
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JliiL Tell me, t^o's my Lady going to maity? 
Merb. They call him-:— ^her name is Katty— 
Charming Katty Kavanagh. 

^Bi. Katty Kavanagh !— Zounds ! if that 
fliould be 

Afeth. Nure'd Sir Carrol's only fon, the young 
Squire, that's cxpefted from France. 

^/W. {aJlJe) The very wife of my bofom ! 

She thinks Pm dead j fo as I've chang'd my name, 
ni keep out of her way. 

Miib. My Lady's as fond of me as ever, it isn't 
for her money 1 marry Katty, tho' (he's a deal of 
that. 

jiliii. What, has Katty money? 

Mfth: Plenty. 

ylliii. Send her to me. 

Mttb. Send her to you, for what ? 

JUti. Why only-to draw up your marriage- 
tettlemcnts. But I muft go and pay my refp^s 
to her Lady(hip. ' ^ r 

Aff/*. She's not got home yet— fomething the 
matter with the wheel of her carriage, fhfe and Sir 
Cfrrol ftept mto the Toy— Come— 

^Bi. Stay. No going into an inn without 

fpcndmg money, (afide) Metheglin I'll wait in 
your room 'till my Lady comes home. 

Metb. Why, you may fare better in being my 
goeft than my Lady's— for our fervants all fay. that 
you never gave one of them a fixpence. 

JBr. Wou'd you have me make Lady Arable's 
houfe an hotel?— Ufc her Ladylhip fo ill as to offer 
to pay for my good Cheer ?— Me !— never, ye 
rogues— Not one of you fhall ever fee the colour 
ot my coin— Metheglin, you're an honeft fellow, 

and 
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and while you keep the keys—^want a job in my 
way, you ihall only pay for the (lamp. 

Meth. Come along, Mrs. Girkin the houfc* 
keeper has been regent of the wine-cellar in my 
absence — but now (he reflores the key to^e the 
lawful governor — the Old Hock has had a long nap 
— Com^, we'll take off its nightcap. [a*//. 

Alibi. No harm to lock up my charge-^the key 
gone! how's this? — [Leaking at both doors.)— ^Mt 
loft — ^.Steals over to the center door^ locks it^ and puts 
the key in his pocket.) One key is as good as 
.another— Good bye, Robin. {Exit. 



SCENE III- 

A Room at the Toy. 

Waiters difcovered. 

Sir Carrol O'Donovan {without.) 

My dear Lady Arable^ don't vex yourfclf— we'll 
walk to your houfe. 

. ^nter Sir Carroz. and ift Waiter. 

Sir Ca. And fo, my friend^ this is your Coffee- 
room ? 

ift fTai. Yes, Sir ! 

Sir Ca. Bring me a newfpaper. [Exit Waiter. 

Enter O'Donovan, (with a/mall bundle hanging on 
a fiick over his JhouUery dufiy and weary) Sits. 

Sir Ca. (having looked at him attentively) This 
poor young man leems to have had a long walk of 
it. {(y Donovan rings, then leans upon the table in 
a melancholy pojition) 

voLv in. 9 Enter 
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Enltr zd Waitir. 

2d Wait, (to Sir Ca.) Did your honor call ? 

&Don. Twas I that ning-^a glais of wind aod 
water. 

ad Wait, (furveys him with contempt^ ibm turns 
away) Comiflg Sir. {calling of) 

O'Don. 1 fpoke to you. 

ad Wait. This room is only for gentlemen. 

O'Don. {loohjiernly at the waiter^ then bows with 
tefpea to Sir Canvl) Sir, I aflt pardon, {retiring 
eonfufei ) 

SirCa. Stop a moment Sir, {toO^Don.) Hearkec, 
friend ! you may know how to rince glafles, but 
remember, as you live by the public liberality, 
your gueft, (be his appearance what it may) has a 
claim at lead to your civility.— *You fay this room 
is appropriated to gentlemen^^I am one, apd mafter 
of a parlour ii> Ireland to the full as good as this : 
and, by the word of a gentleman, i cou*d never 
think it more highly honorM, than by giving a 
welcome to the weary traveller* [Exit fitter] I 
. aik p^trdon. Sir, but pray, from whence are you 
A^ome i 

O'Don. Slr» I am from London now, and arrived 
there only lafl. night from Glaigow. 
. Sir Ca. Then you're Scotch. 

O'Don. No, Sir, Tm from Ireland. 

Sir Ca. Born there > {O'Donovan hows) And 

J)ray, my young traveller — excufe my queftions, 
or I don't enquire to gratify an impertinent 
curiofiiy-r-buir I feel myfelf interefted in your 
concetftt, tho' a fttaoger ; tell me, what brought 
you here, and what arc your views? 

O'Don. 
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0*Don. Sir, In my infancy, my father (I never 
knew the caufe) came over to England i and thus 
defiitute, providence raia'd a friend, who Tent mo^ 
to Glafgow*College ; the death of this benefaiSlpr 
flopping my relources, oblig'd me to quk my 
ftudies, and I have been drawn to Hampton Court, 
on the credit of a disjointed fort of flory, that my 
father had retired here in the enjoyment of an ample 
fortune, which he had acquired by the practice of 
an Attorney — but after a long journey, and every 
pofiible enquiry, I can hear of no fuch perfon. 

Sir Ca. And pray, from what part of 

Enler Lahry Kavahagh drefs'd^ . 

Larry, {calls as entering) Pavot! Bringa^lafs; 
Such an abominal^le room you put nie tadrefs in! foi; 
a mirror, vou thought, I fuppofe, Narciflu$-like| 
i was to let my face in a bafon of water. Hah, 
this is fon^ething. (adjufting himfdf before a large^ 
glafs that hangs near Sir Qarrol) There you arc^ 
irom toppee to fhoe-ilring. {viewing bimfelj) 

Enttr Pavot. 

As this Lady Arable's houfc is fo near, Pavot^ 
another volley from yoqr powder-pufF, (Pavot^ in 
powdering puffs it round Sir Carrol and 0' Donovan). 

Sir Ca. VVby, you fcoundrel! what do you 
mean to inake a barber's^ihop.of a coffee-room. 
(Jo Pavot) 

Larry. A Httle more on this curl, Pavot. 

SirCa* Your mafter*s a puppy, whoever he is. 

Larry, {fttpping up to Sir Carrol) Can you 
fence, old Touchwood ? 

9 2 0'J>cn. 
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G^Bon. (iHterpqfing) I can a little, Sir. 

Larry. You ! ah ! [furveying him with contempt) 
Tol, lol, lol! [Exeunt Larry and Pavot. 

Sir Ca. (looks after Larry, then at O'Don.—' 
^ufes) Oh, what a bitter tniftake has fortune made 
in this buiinefs ! Now that thing, devoid of manners* 
and humanity may have a worthy old foul for his 
father, who, while he fupplics with a liberal hand, 
little thinks he's throwing his money away upon a 
rafcal! Ah, this is your home education ! I have a 
fon that I expeft in a few days, ftay 'till you fee him, 
I warrant he's an accompliih'd elegant fellow. Ay, 
lye ; quite the oppofite to that bit of a buckeien 
that went out there, and he, my generous lad, 
ihall thank you for your politenefs to me. 

O'Dmt. Sir, it (hall b^ my ambition to prove^ 
deferring of the notice with which you have been 
pleasM to honor me. 

Sir Ca. Aye, Tm furc you'll juftify the good 
opinion I conceiv'd for you, even at firft fight.— 
&>, fince you have loft your friend and can't find 
your father, enquire for me at Lady Arabic's here 

at Hampton Court, fomething may be done. . 

Hold, rU perform firft, that faves the trouble of 
% promife, and precludes even a chapce of difap- 
point ment. (oftrs a hank note) 

0>Don. I thank you. Sir ; but it's too foon to 
accept of favour^ even when we ftand in need of 
them* 

Sir Ca. Well, well, my^Iad 1 won't hqrt — 

I, I like your fpirit. 1, I was abrupt ^ I aik 

your pardon* 

Enter Waitevl. 

Wait. Sir, {to Sir Ca.) her Lradylhip waits for 
you. . [Exit. 

Sir 
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«$*/> Ca. Call on me at Lady Arable's. Afk for 
Sir CarroUO'Donovan ; (a brave boy> be fure you 
call.-7-What an unhappy father mufk he be that 
could abandon fuch a foxi ! \Exit. 

O* Don. Can this be Sir Carrol ODonovan, come 
over to England ? then» the fon that he fpeaks of, 
jnuft be the child my mother nur^'d ; now I Ihall 
know if file's yet living ; but alienated by her 
negte£t, as I never knew the tender care of a 
parent, 1 don't feel that imputfeof filial affedtion, at 
Icaft for her — no — no longing even to fee her, yet 
I am fufceptible ; the delpair of ever again meet- 
ing that lovely young lady but adieu Scotland, 

and in it all that's dear. Sir Carrol fhall not know 
who I am ; the meannefs of my birth, might add 
contempt to the compaffion that my poverty has 
Already excited — However, I'll get off the duft of 
the road, and wait on him immediately, [£xU. 



CNO 09 THB FIRST ACT. 
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ACT IL 

SCENE I. 

Lady Arabxj&'s Hou/e. 
Enter Sir Carhol and Lady Arabli|» 

Sir Carrol. 

juLH, my Lady Arable^ at my laft ftep frara 
Stcphcn's-Grecn, I Iwore by the honor of Knight- 
hood, that I woudn'c part with. your Ladyfhip 'tiU 
I fat you down under your own roof, and there 
you are. (bows) 

Lady A. And now, Sir Carrol, you are welcome, 
heartily welcome to a widow^s houfe. But I'm 
apprchcnfive that our EngUih good-cheer will fall 
fl^ort of your Irilh hofpitality. 

Sir Ca. Ah, my Lady! our hofpitality ispolifli'd 
down of late days very gentecly. We're not fo 
ready now to lock doors, hide hats and canes, and 
nail our gucfts to their chairs as we us'd to do— 
No, — Now the third bottle fneaks back to the bin 
with a pitiful — " What, wou'd you rather not ?" 
where once the glorious ** fix bottles more*' was 
uflier'd in with a thoufand welcomes. (Jings) 

Though 
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•• Though poor wa$owr trade, 

** We had claret galore*^ 
•* And generous hearts 

** To give fix bottles more.** 

haiy A. Then 1 mull fay with our bard, that 
your fix bottles more was a cuftom ** more 
honored in the breach than the obfervancc.'* 

Sir Ca. Faith, and my lady, a IcAure on tem- 
perance is a comical fort of grace to your good- 
cheer that you were talking of juft now. But, my 
dear madam, I long for the honor of laluting my 
Ton's Lady that is to be. Where is your daughter? 
at the Toilttte, 1 warrant. 

Lady A. Wh}s indeed, 1 fancy, Sir Carrol, ihe 
e^pe£kation of your fon*i arrival is the bed apology 
for Lady Jane's delay in having the honor of 
nroeiving you— Oh, here (he is. 

Enter Lady Jans. 

Sir, my daughter. Sir Carrol O^Donovan, my 
dear, {tntroaucing them) 

Sir Ca. Madam, tho' I never faw nly fon (falutes) 
yet, upon my honot, my firft prefent of this fair 
halld, muft give him a treaiure of delightful 
reconapenoe. 

La^ J. Vaftly obliging/ Sir Carrol; but you 
Irifii Gentlemen are fo very general in your com- 
pliments, that, not to doubt their fincerity, one 
muft have a great deal of merit, or a great deal of 
vanity. 

Sir Ca. And fo, my fweet Lady Jane, while 
your mother cook her trip to Ireland, you, to paff 
the time in her abfence, paid a vifit to your friends 

in 
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in Scotland, feut I hope no bonny Scots bd has-* 
my Ton will be difappointed it you have left your 
heart behind ypu. 

Lady J. {afide) Then he will be difappointed ! 

Lady A. You fee Jane— Sir Carrol is fo gallant — ' 
fo irrefiftibly impoj tunatc-^that — I think you muft 
foon have a father-in-law. 

Lady J. Madam, I (hall receive your choice a^ 
fuch with all refpeft and duty. 

Sir Ca, Then for your faJce, Lady Jane, I wiOi 
your partner, my fon, was come j for I long to fee 
the love-affairs going forward-^Oh, this fame love, 
fpreads joy and comfort round about us ! — ^and, 
upon my honor, a houfe is never lucky without it. 

Enter FootMAW. 

Foot. Sir, ^ young man enquires for you. 
SirCa. O, the poor lad I met at the tavern — fhcW 
him up, with your permiffion. Ladies. [Exit Foot. 

Enter O'Donov AN, he and Lady ^ave furvey each 
other with furprize and embarrajment. 

O'Don. Sir, I have waited on you, in obedience 
to your commands— 

Sir Ca. Lady Arable, a boon — you'll oblige me by 
taking this boy under your prote&ion, until I can fee 
what I can do for him — You complain that Methe- 
glin's love-affairs with Katty Kavanagh, make him 
negleft yours— I dare fay this young lad writes — 
cafts accounts—and tho' he's a ftranger, Til flake 
my fortune on his honcfty. 

O'Don. (bows) Sir — 

Lady A. His looks do not dilgrace your recom- 
mendation indped Sir Carrol — an exceeding hand- 
feme young man ! [ajide) 

Lady 
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Laif J. {afide) Now I think he looks like an er- 
rant knave of hearts. 

Sir C. Ha, ha, ha ! If your ladyfhip had feen 
how he made the powder-monkey ikip off, ha, ha, 
ha ! — But my fon (hall take you by the hand for it : 
and from what I have feen of you, I fliou*d wifti for 
nothing more than a ftrid friendOiip to take place 
between you and Edward. 

La. J. Can he forget me? {afide) 
^ O'Don. She's afham'd to recoiled mej but (he's 
right, {afide) 

Enter Footman. 

Foot. Sir, Mr. 0*Donovan is arrived. [Exit. 

Sir Ca. (with great joy) Hah, my fon ! My 
Edward ! Now, my lady, here's the fpark that's to 
light your nuptial torch. 

Enter Larry Kavanagh. 

Larry, {/peaks as entering) The company are 
here, you fay ? — As I never had the honor of paying 
my duty to a father, I prefume. Sir — you are 
(Looking at Sir Carrol^ he is firuck with fur- 
prize and conjufion.) 

Sir Ca. What, this Edward! Ladies, my fon 
has paid his duty to me before in a powder- 
puff. 

Larry. I'm— furpriz'd — with — flich — awe — 

Sir Ca. ** Pray, can you fence. Old Touch- 
wood?" 

Larr^. Sir,— I— I— (y?^i 0' Donovan.) " He 
can a httle." 

O'Don. Then this is my fofter-brother. {afide) 

Sir Ca. Why Ladies, the affair is — that young 
ma— a— n my fon here, (not thinking I look'd vener- 
able enough for his father) inftead of grizzly time, 

VOL. ill. £ made 
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made his Fnnich footman (hake his friow-white 
honors o'er my hoary pate. 

Larry. I a& pardon. Sir, but at the fird tianfienC 

glance, I proten: I miftook you for — a— a fome 

medianick. 

Sir Ca. Did you faith ? Ah, then at my firft 
glance, I proteft I miftook you for — a— a— 
gentleman, fo we were both miftaken. There La- 
dies is my fon, you fee what he is. (mortified and 
difappointed) 

Laijf A. Sir, you are welcome ; Lady Jane Ara- 
ble, {preftnting her) 

Larry, (faluies Lady Jane) More fafhion here, 
but lefs prettinefs than Sophia, {afide) 

Sir Ca. Shake hands with that young gentleman^ 
and learn more than you have been taught at Col* 
lege ; to efteem modefl: merit where you find it. 

Larry. Modefly and merit, hah ! 

Sir Ca. Welcome them, they arc a couple of 
Grangers. 

Larry. Oh, yes ! Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Ca. (afide) So, when I expefted a fon, they 
have Tent me over a monkey. 

Enter Footman. 

Foot. Madam, Mr. Alibi is below. 

Lady A. O, my Attorney Sir Carrol, by whofe 
advice I made my trifli purchafe, we muft confult 
him further. 

' Sir Ca. Edward, tho* your raarriagp with the 
daughter of this Lady is rather to be hoped than 
expcdcd, endeavour by refpedful affiduity to make 
up for your fmall fample of merit, try it you can 
win her heart ; for in whatever ftate of life fortune 
may throw him, the affection of an amiable woman 

is 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



OR, THE US, OF THE DAY. |} 

» the firft ftipreme luflre that cw iUumioe the foul 
of man — My Lady. [Siceunt. 



SCENE 11. 

Another Apartment. 

Enter Metikegi.iv and Katty* 

Meth. Come in, I tell you Katty, Mrs. Katty 
this room and furniture is worth your feeing abovtt 
all the reft ; why, there's nobody here, Or, if there 
was — La, what are you afraid of? 

Katty. Yes, but Mr. Metheglin ; if your Lady 
fliou'd catch you brining folks all about her rooms ^ 
te/ides I fhou'd die with ihame. 

Meth* My Lady! — Ah, my dear, you littl? 
know— —She's a Lady, its true, and I am only her 
butler— ^but when Ladies have tafte, and but- 
lers have beauty — But mind, I don't fay that any 
body has taken a fancy to fomebody — but there 
are ladies, that would give all the plate on their 
Sideboard, to be in your place this moment, my 
fweet Katty ! 

Katty. Certainly, Mr. Metheglb, you are a very 
comely man. 

Metb. Am I ? 

Katty, Oh, that you are, to give the Devil his 
due. But why do you think your Lady has taken 
l^ fancy to you ? 

Meth. My reafons are here 5 {putting bis finger 
io bis bead) I may be wrong, but— mum— She's 
going to be married to another — therefore— honor 
— ^— A bird in hand is worth — Katty FU make 
fiire of. ^afide) Jf (he wasn't quite iin love with 

£ ^ me 
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me, flie*d have turnM mc out of the houfe long 
ago, Vm grown lb idle. But with docking the 
tradcfmcn's bills, Chriftmas boxes, and lo forth, Tvc 
got fnug. Oh ! joyful day that roy Lady took 
me to Dublin, or I fhould never have feen you, 
my dear. 

Kafty. Indeed, Mr. Metheglin, I think myfelf 
a very happy woman, after all the ups-and- downs 
of this troublefome world, to get fo good a huf- 
band as I hope you^ll make me ; but, as I have had 
one ba^ bufband already, the trifle I bring you, 
you muft fettle upon me, in cafe I (hould outlive 
you, my honey, 

AuetJb. I hope there's no fear of that, my fweeteft. 
But weVe an Attorney here, one Alibi — -IVe 
already engaged him to fecurc your money in the 
law way, my love. 

fib. (without) Mr. Metheglin ! 

Meth. Don't you hear ?— Thefc women won't 
let me alone. 

Enter Fib. 

Fit. Mr. Metheglin, pray come- •my Lady 
wonders you don*t mind your bufinefs. 

Aletb. Ohi this jealoufy ! — So here my Kafty 
fays, " fit with me my Comfort,'* and my Lady 
wants me " to mind her bufinefs— Here's the curie 
of it ; if we're ordinary, we're ugly fellows ; and if 
we arc any thing beautiful, we are cruel fouls and 
barbarous Gentlemen, and from the Lady in the 
drawing-ioom, to the maids in the garret, they buz 
about us like flies round a honey-pot. 

Fib, I tell you my Lady fent me to 

Afeih. Yes, your Lady fent you to me, I fend 
you to my Lady, and fo return the compliment. 

Fib. 
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Fib. Well, but (he'd have you 

Metb. I know Ihe'd have me ; you fee, Katty^ 
how it is. 

Ftb. She bid me tell you this inftant to go 

Metb. Huih ! — have you no modefty ? Don't 
you fee ; before my intended fpoufe too i 

Fih. She wiflies 

Metb. I know Ihe wiflies. 

Fib. Pftiaw ! ihe wants 

Metb. I feel for her wants. 

Fib. I tell you, man, ihe defires^— 

Metb. Vm fenfible man ftie defires — but I'm 
Katty's man, and her Ladyfhip's humble fervant. 

Fib. Ah, you won't be long her fervant, if you 
go on this way, I can tell you, you'll get the wrong 
iide of the door. 

Me/b. The wrong fide of the door Madam Fib ! 
— Here's my thanks for not telling, when 1 caught 
you daubing my Lady's rouge upon your check, 
and cribbing her imperial tea. 

Fib. Upon my word, Mr. Metheglin, you take 
an immenfe many airs upon you, fince you have 
brought over your bog-trotter, ha, ha, ha! [Exit. 

Katty. Bog-trotter ! Only flop a moment, Mrs. 
Minikin — only flop a moment, and I'll give you 
one mighty handfome flap on the forehead, 

Metb. Katty, you are very good, but flie 
wouldn't flop if ) ou'd even give her two ; I know 
that girl. 

Katty. Bog-trotter indeed ! then here's my hand 
— now will I marry you, if its only to vex them. 

Metb. Sweet good-nature ! 

Katty. ril foon fliow the proudeft of them all, 
ladies and maids— (lay — only (lay till they fee my 
fon Larry, mailer of Sir Carrol O'Donovan's eftate, 
that's all. 

Metb. 
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Mftb. A ion of yours mafter of Sir Carrel's 
cflate ! My dear Kacty, your paflion makes you 
that you don't know what you are faying, 

Katty. I do — ^and (ince you and I are fa foon to 
be one, you (hall know too— I'll foon (hew cheni 
who I am, and who my fon Larry is — Bog trotter I 

Metb. And who is he, my beauty ? 

Katty. Why you muft know ^but, my dear 

fweeteft honey, have a care, for the whole king- 
dom of Ireland it mufn't pafs your lips, till his 
marriage with I^dy Jane is fafe and well over. 
You think I only nurfed this fine young Gentleman 
that's come over from France, but that's my owo 
child. 

Merb. Yours ! 

Katty^ Mind — Sir Carrol here making a fioleis 
match with a Lady of no fortune ; his father on 
hearing it fent him abroad, and the poor young 
Lady lying in privately at my houfe, died in child* 
birth ; fo faith, my hufband, who was a little bit 
of a lawyer, made me fend our own infant to the 
grand papa, inilead of Sir Carrol's baby ; and by 
this my fon Lawrence is bred up in grandeur like 
a fine Gentleman, and t'other poor fellow. Sir 
Carrol's real fon, was placed at the College of 
Glafgow, thro* the charity of my huiband's old 
mafter, Counfellor Fairplea, and moreover do yon 
fee— that's all the whole ftory. 

Metb. I'm in aftoniftiment, and (hall I be ftep*- 
father to the Mafter of Sir Carrol O'Donovan's 
cftate— -See Katty, if I don't manage itfmartly for 
him, ril be his fteward, agent, and bailiff; en- 
courage him to run out ;. lend him his own money ; 
borrow myfdf of every body; get into parlia- 
ment, and pay nobody— Oh my poor Lady-— This 
way, Kaciy, {^Exeunt. 

Enter 
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EMter Lady Jane and Larry, at oppofite fides. 

Larry. Moft obedient Ma'am ! 

Lady J. Sir, I thought her Ladylhjphad been here. 

Larry. No, my Angel, you knew I was here 
alone ; and fcnt by your Mama ; you come influ- 
enced by iluty and inclination. 

Lady J. Then Sir, you infer duty to my mother^ 
and inclination to 

Larry. No— not abfolutely fo, he, he, he } 
(affeSledly) I woudn't be thought vain, but - 

Lady J. O dear ! 1 don't think you have an atom 
of vanity. 

Larry. Ma'am I {bows) 

Lady J. And indeed,! can't fee how you fiiou'd? 
but where the travell'd, the accomplilh'd youth 
approaches, with the addrefs of faihionable cafe, 
temper'd by refpedful tendcmefi. — 

Larry. Ma'am ! 

Luidy J. The manners refin'd s perfon graceful ; 
mien elegant — 

Larry. Oh Ma'am ! 

Ladf J. With phrafe claficallycorred, yet (imply 
unafle&ed. 

Larry. Dear ma'am I 

Lady J. Now, Sir., to one of thcfe you not hav- 
ing the fmalleft pretenfion— — 

Larry. Eh! 

Lady J. Vanity in you, mufl: appear with fuch 
monftrous abfurdity — 

Larry. Hah! 

Lady J. That as a friend I advife modefty as your 
only recommendation. 

Larry True, ma'am I— I think I beard my 
father call me, I come. Sir Carrol— Madam your 
moll — Yes, Sophia fliall have me.— Tol, lol, lol. 

[Emt mortified. 
Lady 
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Lady J. Ha ! ha ! There goes the traveird maa 
of fafliion ; and here comes the home*bred, hum- 
ble candidate of chance ; but, perhaps, no more 
than my hand, is his heart his own : fomewhat par- 
ticular his taking no notice of ever having fecn me 
before when introduced here ! — Yet he was vifibly 
agitated and abafli'd — Yes, his not claiming me 
for an acquaintance, Ihew'd a modeily, that, when I 
confider, (hou'd recommend him more to my heart 
than if he had approached me with all the raphfody 
of an ardent lover, {retires) 

Enter O'Donovan {with papers) 

O'Don. I wifli I hadn't met Sir Carrol— I coud n't 
fail of getting into fome employment in London- 
It hurts me to receive favors while hopelefs of ever 
making a return — and the only woman in whofc 
idea I wou'd live exalted, fo unexpeftedly meeting 
me in fuch a humiliating' fituation — Yes, (he was 
afham'd to acknowledge (he had ever been in my 
company — Yet, charming Lady Jane, I will in- 
dulge my (ight once more upon your piAurc — (^ad- 
miring a piElure that hangs up) 

Lady J. (advances) Sir, that's thought to be a 
good likenefs ; and that the painter has been very 
happy in the portrait. 

O'Don. He muft ma'am, have been eminently 
fo, as you fat for it. [retiring) 

Lady J. Nay, Sir, I (hall be jeallous of my pic- 
ture, if I drive you away when that had charms to 
detain you — Pray, how have you left our amiable 
friends in Scotland. 

O'Don. Madam! 

Lady J. Don't you recoiled ever having fcen 
a face like that — {pointing to th^-pi£ture) in a very 
agreeable party one evening at Glafgow ? 

O'Don. 
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O'Dan. I hadn't a thought that the pleafure of 
that hoiirj cou'd be fucceeded by the honor o£ 
this. 

Lady J. You were then^ I underftand^ at Col- 
lege, Sir. But the caufe of your coming to 
England, is— I think I heard you were a relatioa 
of Sir Carrol (^Donovan ? 

O'Don. I haven't that honor. Madam. 

Lady J. ' Oh, you're only his countryman^ and 
from that, he 

O'Don. Madam, he has favored me with hit 
proteAion — he found me friendlefs \ and conntrj 
is a motive uhregarded by a liberal mind. 

Lady J. Sir Carrol feems a very worthy eha« 
rafter indeed. I like his notice of my pi&ure* 
(afide) I prefume. Sir, you are not ignorant of 
the alliance chat's likely to take place in our fa- 
milies ? 

O'Dan. I have heard. Madam—-— 

luidf J. I never faw Mr. O'Donovan, my in- 
tended, before to-<]ay ;— It's an odd fort of quef- 
tion from me-^But, you're a fcho)ar, and will 
excufe a woman ; pray, do you know any thing 
of Mr. O'Donovan ? 

0*Don. Only, Ma*am, that he^s the happieft of 
mankind, (itms) 

Lady J. I'm apprehenfive, that where a mif« 
trefs is the objed, your judgment of happineia is 
not very exteniive. Devoted to the mules, you 
gre, I prefume, only their humble admirer ; fo 
that were you the happy man, in his fituation, it 
wou'd be nine to oiie igamft the happy maid in 
mine ? 

' O^Don. Oh, Madam, was there a niufe for 
every ftar, and that maid a Lady Jane, the odds 
wou'd ftill be in her fovor. {bows and is utiring) 

voLt ui. y Lady 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



41 THE TOVi 

itfA J. You are now going to-^— 

Don. Yes, Madam, through the friendfliip 
of Sir Carrol, her Ladyfliip has done me the ho« 
nor to employ me in reviiing fome furveys of her 
late purchafe in Ireland. 

Lady J. You underftand maps and things of 
that (ort ? 

O'Don. Madam, I (hou*d have been more com- 
petent, had I thought that my ftudies cou'd ever 
have procured me the happineis of being in any 
scanner ferviceable to her Ladyftitp, [£x//. 

- Lady % O that blind fortune had my eyes> 
to take but one look at the dear youth ; un« 
lucky, Sir Carrol to bring him here at this junc-> 
ture^ his fon perhaps might have appeared mort 
tolerable, but now the coxcomb fuffers fo mife* 
rably by the comparifoui that where I might have 
only defpifed, I now moil iincerely deteft !— *no 
vrzy to avoid this hated match i 

Enter Fib, (bafiify). 

Fib. O, thefe deceitful men ! Tve no patience 
vich them<— its a ibame for him, fo it is. 
... Lady J. What, what's the matter ? 

FtK You are too good for him, and fo I told 
Mr. PavQt ; Mr. Pavot, faid I, my young lady 
is too good for your matter, that's what Ihe is f 
Madame Fib, my maitre is fine gentilhomme^ 
fays he, fo I (aid to him, faid I, your mafter is a 
perfidious viper. 

Lady J, Pray.r^rn> in no humour now for tri- 
fling. 

Mb* Then I fappofe yotir Ladyfhip hafn't 
heard of your bveri Mr. Pooo van's faifehood? 
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Lady J. Falfcbood V 

Fib. Ifn't it the blgckeft ?— think now only bJF 
his being fent for over here to marry you, and all 
the while going on with an underhand fcheme to 
carry off a young lady in the neighbourhood. 

Lady J, But are ypu certain of this ? 

Fib. At the mention of this barbarous ufage 
to you, Lud I was gred— 1 i^tl my ears ilili as 
hot 

Lady J. Well, well j but how can this be, 
when he is only juft arrived from Paris ? 

Fib. Juft arrived ! .why^ Ma'am^ he has been 
figuring about London for I don't know how 
many ipppths, unknown to his father. 

Lady 7. Indeed ! 

Fib. And that Pavot his Frenchman, is as 
well known in FiU the tricks of London^ a« if 
he'd been born in Coven t-Garden. 

Lady J4 Paying his addrcffes to another ! O, 
if I can but bring this to a proof, it will be a 
(harming pretext:, yes, my mother wou'd certainly 
break o9 our match, {afide) But didn't Pavoc 
tell you who the young Lady is ? 

Fib. No, Ma'am, with his (hrugs, nods, and 
French gajM^ering, I cou'dn't get that from him ; 
but it fcems, your lover, Mr. O'Donovan, by 
means of a lett/cr chat he had from a Mr. Nol Pros, 
in London, was to introduce himfelf into the fa« 
mily as a Cleric or a fomewhat-^ 

Lady J. Stop 1 Sophia knows every body ^t 
Hampton Qourt^ I may hear from her who this 
xival is — here 19 a gleam of hope however— -^my 
clojik agd gloves. {Exit Fib. 

Ah, if I thpught this dear firaoger entertainVl 
one tender .Jfotittfot far me, for the firft time 

F » ia 
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in my life, Vd rgoice at being born to z fplendid 
fortune. (Exit^ 



SCENE II. 
Alibi's Shufe* 
Enter Sophia^ {/peaks at the center door) 

Soph. Mr.Aircourt, Mr. Aircourtt My guar^ 
dian's gone out. 

jftr. {H^ttbin) But how Ihall I get out ? 

Sotb. What a malicious old creature^ to lock 
you in I can't you pufh back the lock ? 

Jir. I have already broke his penknife at* 
tempting it. 

Sopb.yftWf here-^try my fciflars. {Puts them 
under tbe door,) there^ take them up.^'^{pau/es) 
la, man ! Try {paufes) why don't you do it Mr. 
Aircourt? {Liftens) what the deuce have you 
fairn aQecp ? 

Enter Aircourt at tbe fide, Sophia mt feeing bim. 

You're a pretty Pyramus ! Why do'nt you try my 
fciflars? . 

Air. What, to cut love, ov to kill the lion^ 
my Thifbc ? 

Sopb. Hah ! How did you get there ? 

Air. Pop'd out of the back window, perch'dup- 
on a cucumber frame, hop*d up ftairs, and here 
I am your own poor Robin. 

Sopb.Ah,^^ you fooiifli fluttering thing." (/«r^j) 

Enter 
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Entir Alibu 

Mhi, Lady Arable's tent is balfamic — But I waa 
right not to fee my wife Kattjr. 'till I have her her« 
fafc under my own roof. 

Sapb. {Singing) " Sweet Robin^ fwc^t Robin^ 
" no no, you ftiall not go." 

Atibi. {Aftde^ and looking at Aircouri) Now do 
I fufpe£t this Robin to be a Canary. 

Air. {Perceiving Alibi) The old one ! But mind 
me — {apATt io Sophia) Yes, Mifs, Ithinklcou'd 
teach you to play at cribbage after dinner, for I 
was counted a dab at it in our. parts. 

Soph. Thank you, Robin. 

Alibi, {ajide) This muft be Robin GoodfeDow, 
and has wbip'd thro' the key-hole. I won't feem 
to know he's got out, only to fee how he'll carry 
it off. (Trys the center door) No burglary here, 
however. {Unlocks it and calls) Well, Robin, 
have you engrois'd that ? Come out here, my lad^ 
{Air court walks by iim in at the door^ and returns) 
Hey, that's one way of coming out. 

Air. The Yorklhire way. Sir j whenever we'd 
come out of a room, we always go in firft. 

Alibi. Your hand — ^you'll make an excellent 
lawyer. But the manner in which I found you 
here, explain. I left you in that room, and I 
locked the door. 

Air. Yes, Zur ; but you didn't lock the win- 
dow. 

Alibi. Didn't lock the window ! He*ll do. 

Soph. Yes, he'll do. 

Alihi. Peery enough, but a queer be^ning 
tho'— no doing without application, my friend— 
I tt% you about an affair of confcquence within 

here 
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here, and I find you with my ward without here : 
how dare you quit your ftacion. 

Sofbi. O, nny poor guardian ! So when you 
thought you had Robin in crib^ here was he 
teaching me to play cribbage. 

Alibi. Hearkee ! If you wou'd make your for- 
tune in the law^ infiead of Hoyle, ftudy Styles's 
Reports. I never touch a card, except now and 
then I divert myfclf with a little game of Beggar^ 
my-Neighbour — but how dare you quit your 
fiation ? 

Air. Oh, Zur, I thoft it was dinner-time. 

Alihi. ** Thoft it was dinner- tinw!"— Hah! 
there's no da^ngcr in this fellow $ for I never heard 
or read of a lover that was hungry, {ajide.) 

Air. La, Zur, there's no danger from me, but 
rd have you take care of one Aircourt — her head 
tuns on nothing but him-— hc'U certainly carry 
her off. 

Sofb. Oh, that ^othing may hinder him ! 

Altbi. Yes, but lomcthing (hall hinder him-«> 
my wit, my vigilance (hall hinder him* 

Air. But what's your wit to a fellow with 
ftrcngth in his arm, and the Devil in his head ? 

Alibi. What do you mean, to talk fo, Boy ? 
Do I ever go out, that I don't carry the great 
key in my pocket? Nay, even now Ym here, 
isn't the door below lock'd on the infidc ? 

Sopb'. Yes Sir, but in fpite of all your keys and 
caution, if my Aircourt, infpir'd by love and 
fuperior wit, had by an ingenuity of ftratagem 
got id here, v^hat wou'd yon do then ? 

Alibi. What wou'd I do then ? 

Air. Aye, Sir, what wou'd you do then ? 

Si^h. Cou'dn't he pufli a little feeble old quif- 
by lUce you down into a ^hair i 

Alibi. 
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• /flihi How, pray ? 

Sopb. Shew him how, Robin ? 

Jir. Why there — (jpuss bim into a chair) Juft 
thai way 

JUbi. Well, now Old Quifby's down in the 
chair — wha( wou'd he do then ? 
. Air. Why he'd carry the girl off. 

Sopb. Yes, to be fure he*d carry the ^\t\ off. 

Alibi. If thefe are your notions, your friends 
did well to have you larn the law, if only to fave 
you from being hang'd fome time or other — \ 
good occaiion this to give him his firft ledure 
(afide) Well, honeft Hobin, you fuppofe it a very 
eafy thing for a young fellow to run away with 
a Lady from her Guardian ? 

Air. (^ite eafy,- and vaitly pleafant mayhop. 

Alibi. Then I'll (hew you bow, for fuch a plea- 
fant trick you may hop and dance too— -^Sophy, 
hand me down that Coke yonder. {Sophy goes $o 
tbejbelves) 

Air. Stop, Mifs, Tm taller nor you. {helping 
f)cr with the book, it /alls) 

Alibi. Why you dog, do you want to kill the 
girl ? 

Sopb. Yes, he's quite a killing creature. 
. Alibi. Well now, you Sophy, you only juft 
layi that book before me. ( Jbe lays it on bis 
knee) Now, my boy, I've fometbing here under 
my thumb that will open your eyes to the dan- 
ger of breaking the laws of your country. 

Soph, fiut a true lover defpifes law and dan- 
ger. 

Alibi. Defpife law ! that's a decent word out 
of your mouth Mifs, before my pupil, {apart to 
her) Now, Robin, for argument fake, well fnp- 

pofc 
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pofe that this young lady has thirty thoufand 
pounds — I don't fay fhe has/ only putting a cafe 
—and here, lam her guardian, ha, ha, ho! It's 
admitted* you know, that Vm the Old Quiiby in 
the chair, he* le, he! 

Air. Yes, zur — we know your Old Quilby. 

J/ibu Very well ; and we'll fay ftill for argu- 
ment's Take you are Aircourt. 
• Sofb. Aye, now you are my Aircourt, and 
I am your Sophia, and there fits my gentle old 
guardian with Lord Coke under his thumb. — 

JIM. Now, Robin, I beg your pardon— Mr. 
Aircourt,— -only juft take that young lady out of 
that door, and if you can read, TU then Ihew 
you a few lines here, that will convince you 
^^hat a hopeful hobble one of us will be in. 

Air. But let's underftind— Oh, I'm to make 
belief to run away with her — and we're to leave 
you in a hobble. 

AliM. What a ftupid — He, he, he!— Sophy 
carry it on with him. 

Scpb. Me go out of the room with him ! — Silly ! 
— ^Indeed I (han't. 

Aim. Why, you pervcrfe girl, mus'n't I give 
the lad fome infight of the proftffion, fince I've 
touch'd his money ! — and no convidion like ex- 
ample—Do it. (apart to her) Well, now then, 
you take her away. 

Air. Well, I take her away — Good bye, 'till 
wc fee you again —-This is fo comical, that when 
folks hear of it they'll only think it the lie of 
the day. [^Exlt wbifiling^ with Sophia. 

Alibi. He, he, he ! O you ignoramus ! The 
fool little thinks that a man can'c even run away 
with his own wife, without being punifli'd far ie. 
Nqw, where is the chapter ? Don'c come in yet — 

Now 
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Now I'll (hew him that he may get hang'd for 
what he whittles at. Defpife law ! Hah ! We'll 
teach him to defpife law ! Here, Robin— Soph7» 
don't ftand grinning out there at him — ^Bob, 

Bobby Eh! Zounds! Come! {rt/es) I fay~ 

(Tunts the button of the door) the door's bolted faft 
on the other fide — ^Treachery ! Sophy, Murder ! 
Vm plundered! Plague o' my Lord Coke, Bume» 
and Blackftone. {Knocks the books about) — Oh, I 
am nonfuited~Oh^ that villain. Nol Pros ! Oh^ 
curfc Yorkfliire I [Exit. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE. I. 

^ Room at the Toy. 
Enter Sophia, and Aircourt in bis ozvn dre/s. 

Sophia. 

Uh, my dear Aircourt, you*re the moft wicked, 
the moft comical creature, hz^ ha^ ha ! But upon 
my honor I am vaftly frightened — By this time my 

guardian's in a precious mry — Heigho! Vm like a 
ird juft got loofe, can fcarce believe my own hap- 
pinefs — This is the beft houfe we could have taken 
(belter in^ he has fuch an idea of its being fo ex- 
penfive. 

^/r. Ha, ha, ha ! I fuppofe never walks by the 
door, left they fliould fend him out a bill for look- 
ing at the fign ; but Til inftantly ordera chaifir; and 
we'll da(h into town. 

NoL Pros (without) 

NoL Never mind, my lad, I fee him coming. 

Air. Eh ! my love, you had beft ftep in there a * 
moment. I don't fuppofe, if I (hould meet Alibi, 
he can know me in my owncloaths. 

Soph. 
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Soph, Well pray now Aircourtt don*t ftay — Vxa 
fo terrified. 

^ir. At what, • my dear creature ? — There — 
fiepin. {puts her in) I won*t ilay ten minutes. 
No bad policy in me to keep O'Donovan's 
part in this clerk*s fcheme a fecret from Sophia. — 
Women like the man they find takes a deal of 
pains about them : and with all his puppyifin, did 
(he know he went fuch lengths to obtain her, per- 
haps I ihouid^ot (land fo high in her opinion. 

[Exit. 

Enter Not Pros and Waiter. 

NcU What time did Mr. Callipafls order dinner, 
did you iay ? 

ff^ati. On table at three. Sir. 

NoL Then get me a ham-fandwich. [Exit ff^ait.] 
I long to know what fuccefs the young fellow had 
with my letter to Alibi. 

Alibi, (without) 

Alibi. Ah, no matter — Fll have her. 
NoL Oh, here he comes, he*s loft his ward, 
cbarg'd like a pop-gun — but I muft ftand the fire. 

Enter Alibi. 

Alibi. Oh, you're there, Nol — An't you afliamM 
of yourfelf, Nol Pros ? 

Nol. Ha, ha, ha ! What, for fending you an 
adivc clerk, with a banging purfc of money? 

Alibi. Yes, he has been adive, with the devil to 
him — but rU bang him ! — I'll catch him — hang 
him — ril teach him to run away with beirefles. 

Nol. Ha, ha, ha ! Now from your paffion do 

on I fup- 
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I fuppdfe he dofi*t want teaching, ha, ha, ha f-^-^I 
thought the young rogue lookM like a proikieAt^ 
faa, ha, ha ! 

JliBi. Ha, ha, ha! (mimicking) And an't jon 
an old rogue, to be aiding and abetting in fu^ a 
fcheme of villainy f 

J<foL Ha, ha, ita! 

^Ubi. What, do you laugh, when X tell you he 
has carry'd oS my ward ? 

NoL Here he comes — the very fpark ! 

AtibL Does he ! 

NoL Hulh ! — Be you cool ; we'll make feme- 
thing of him yet ; tho* IVe reaibn to think he 
concealed his real name from me, yet I have found 

out he has got the acres Stand afide^ and we'll 

nab him. {Alibi retires) 

Enter Larry Kavavag». 

Larry. Yes, Til give up Lady Jane, artd nOw 
for Sophia — I muft get Aircourt's advice — I know 
he's in the houfe. {fees Nol Pros) The Attorney 
that gave me my clerk's letter— Zounds! if he dif- 
covers who I am — my plan on Sophia may come to 
iiiy father's ears. As he don't know my real name, 
111 brazen him out that I'm not the man. 

NoL Servant, Sir! 

Larry. Sir, you've the advantage of me. 

NoL No, Sir, the advantage is on your fide — 
I find you've got the girl 

Larry,. Girl ! 

NoL Aye— my letter was the thing — ^your hand 

I'm heartily glad you've carried old Alibi's 

ward off. 

Larry, Stop ! — In the firft place, I never, faw you 

before : 
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before : and as for thole girk and Alibi's ycu talk 
of— curfe me, if I know what you mean, friend. 

Ndl. Ha, ha, ha ! Then you did'jit ^t a letter 
from me, tecommending yoo to Mr. Alibi ? 

Larry. Not 1. 

Not. That's good enough— Step hkher. Alibi— ^ 
- JUbi. (advances) Tell me, you Tillain^ where is 
— (/o Larty^ in a ragCy Jiop Jhort) Hah, how do 
you do, Sir ? — Vm very glad to fee you— You re- 
member giving me a lift in the coach, when Sophia 
and I were weather-bound at Chelfea, 'twas vaftly 
kind ! . 

Not. I think you're vaftly kind to the fellow yoa 
were to hang jufl: now. Didn't you teU me he ran 
away with your ward ? 

jilibi. He ! 

Larry. Me ! Did you fay fo, Sir ? {to Mbl) 

MibL Not I ! 

Enter Air court. 

Air. The chaife is ready : but how to cut our 
way thro' the enemy, (afide) 

Larry. Ha ! my dear boy — I've been looking— 

jllibi. Yes» this is the cut-throat, I know him. 
[to Air court) Where is (he ? What have you done 
with her ? — Here, you Nol, confefs, this is the 
chap you fent with your Yorkfhire letter. 

Nol. That ! I never faw the Gentleman before. 

Air. (ajide) That brings mc off. 

Larry H^, ha, ha! 

Air. Ha, ha, ha ! Gentlemen, you are all very 
merry here. 

Alibi. Yes ; but Vl\ make you laugh another way. 
Matter Robin ! 

Larry. 
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Larfy. JrU^ ha> ha! Why the Gcntlemao^s 
name*8 Hal. 

jfiihi. Yes i but he was Robio in Torkfhire. 

jiir. I jvas robbing in Yorklhire 1^-Whal do 
you mean by that^ you'raicai? 

Latry. Ha, faa» ba ! Be quiet ; be*s a worthy 
old ftick, but not quite clear at preient^ for 1 fee 
be^s been tipling. 

Jli^i. I lay again, this is the fellow that brought 
the letter from you ( pointing to jbrcourt) 

Atr. Did you ever give me a letter? (/o Nol Pros) 

NoL No ; but t fay again and again, that's the 
fellow that brought it to turn, {fmnting to Larry) 

Larry, {to jfliii) Did I ever bring you a letter? 

jtlibi. No, no; 'twas he. {to jiir court) 

Air. Then you infift I got a letter from him? — 
Tve a tdind to pull your wig^ you fcoundrel ! {to 
Alibi) . , 

Lan-y. And if you have the impudence to fay I 
carried off his waid. Til break your back, you old 
prevaricator, (to Nol) 

Alibi. Aye, his turning it upon you {to Larry) 
is only to fcreen his accomplice here, (to Aircourt) 

JNol. No J but your turning upon this Gentle- 
man, is clear (bam. (pointing to Aircourt) But I 
fuppofc, if my chap has got her, you'll keep a good 
flice of her fortune — FU be up with you, my little 
Alibi ! [£*//. 

^;;'^^^^} Ha, ha, ha! 

Alibi. Very well, ha, ha, ha ! But Cx if TU 
be laugh'd out of my charge, good Mafter Hal 
and Nol. FU fee if my Lord Chancellor will grin 
at this. [Exa. 

Larry. 
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Lf^ry. Hft, ha^ ha ! What does old Alibi, nieaa 
Jby this paifioo that he*s got into ? 

Air. \C% plain Npl Pros has told him of the 
letter he ^ve you—aod the &ars of Sophia's 
adually eioptog, opeix^te fo posneifuUy upon his 
fajKy, that — 

harry. Ha, ha, ha! Quite mad 1 — but Aircourt, 
IVe been affronted fo by Lady Jane— I find her the 
luoit fupercilious capricci^— -Do you know, that 
upon my honor, fiie laughs at me ? 

AW. No! 

harry. She did ! — Think of laughing at me !— 
But I'll make formal propofals fqr Sophia^ 

Air. Do, and I dare lay youUl obtain her. 

harry. I haven't a doubt. 

Air. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. What do you laugh at ? 

Air. Why, to tell you the truth, O'Donovan, 
I'm down here on a love-feheme of my own. 

Larry. You! 

Air. Ha, ha, ha! My girl too, has got a Cfazy 
old guardian — ha, ha, ha ! 1 (hall carry her off 
though. 

Larry. Why don't you ? 

Air. 1 wou'd ; only the blockhead, my rivars 
in the way. 

harry. What, he's a troublcfome puppy, hey! 

Air. That he is indeed, ha, ha, ha! — How 

fhall I (hake him off? [afJe) O'Donovan,—- 

You'll excufe me now. 

.- Larry, Where are you going ? 

Air. Only— you know at luch a jun^ure, .one 
has fifty things 

harry. Weil, I v;on't interrupt you i hut' Air*- 
courty who is your girl ? 

Air. 
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Air. ' No, my friend, 0*Donovan, you're too 
fine a Gentleman for my charmer to fee — come— 
you dangerous beau ! {Takes bim under tht arm) 

Larry. Ha, ba, ha 1 I fancy J am a little dan- 
nrous^^I don't know but your right not to let her 
Ice me — Ha, ha, ha! the girl! I thought you 
,d]dD't come to Hampton-Court merely to dine with 
your rowing party, you fly poacher ; I can't help 
laughing at the foolilh puppy your rival. 

[Exeunt both laughing. 

Lady Jav.e {/peaks as entering) 

Lady J. The Lady's in this room, you fay — 

Enter Sophia {from the Room) 

Sophia ! What can have brought you to fuch a 
houfe as this ? I cou'd fcarce believe it was you 
tapped at the window* 

Soph. O, Lady Jane, I've done the maddeft 
thing, ha, ha, ha ! I've elop'd from my guardian. 

Lady J. Indeed! — And, with who, my dear? 

Soph. Oh, lie's a comical foul 1 — he ftays very 
long ! — I wiih you were coming witb us. 

Lady % But, my dear Sophia, who — ^and what 
—and how ? — Elop'd ! 

Soph. As to your who, 'tis with Mr. Aircourt ; 
— ^your how — ^he came and got me off, difguifed 
like a Yorklhire clerk— the what — we'll be married 
diredlly. 

Lady J. Dllguis'd like a clerk! the very circum* 
ftance Fib told me! are you fure your lover's name 
is — ^What do you call him ? 

Soph. Aircourt. 

Lady J. T.hat may be his name to you; but 
don't be furpiiz'd, my dear, if I aflure you, that 

your 
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youf -^ery Mr. Aircourt is no other than ray Mr. 
O^Donovan, that was to have been married to me 
direftly. 

Soph. Oh, dear! Lady Jane, how can fuch a 
thing come irtto your head ! ^ 

Ladf y. Well now, ftop ; pray what kind of 
perfon has he ? 

Soph. The pretticft perfon in the world, or d*ye 
think I'd have thought -of him ? 

Lady. J. The prettied perfon in the worid ! — 
that is, in a wounded Lady's di^onary, the flower 
of 'Fop*s-Alley. 

Soph. My Aircourt a fop ! Upon my reputa- 
tion, Lady Jane, you noake -me exceedingly angry. 

Lady J. VVafn*t his letter of introduction from 
a Mr. Nol Prcfs ? 

Soph. The very name ! 

Lady J. Vm right. 

Sqph, Eh! (paufes) 

Lady J. Believe me, k*s beyond a doubt ; yet I 
had*nt an idea that you were my tiiumphant rival. 

Soph. No ; but ferioufly, can this be true ? 

Lady J. Moft indubitable !— Fib has got the 
whole affidr from Mr. Pavot, his valet, ha, ha, ba! 

Soph. Nay, but don't laugh at me. Lady Jane, 
for Vm resdly hurt — It's impoffible though—— 
and yet the fear of his deiign upon me, coming to 
the knowledge of your family, accounts for his 
aflumtng another name. 

Lad^ J. Pray what introdudion — ^how came you 
acquainted ? 

Soph. Mere accident. At the dancing-ma(ler*$ 
ball, at the London Tavern, he happened to be my 
partner. 

Lady J. Yes, his man told Fib, that the Gen* 

VOL. III. B tlemao 
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tleman had been dancing about London under a 
fidicious name, and his good father. Sir Carrol (who 
is really a worthy manj thinks he's only juft ar- 
rived from Paris. 

Soph. He's one of the moft diffcmbling— — 
ciuelleft— ~ 

Lady J. I rcaueft, my dear Sophia won*t ima- 
gine that I made the diicoyery out of jeaIoufy> 
envy, or any other female principle of good*nature 
. — You like him, take him ; you pieafe yourfelf, 
and do me a very fignal piece of fervice. 

Soph. I will not — ru never fee him more— I 

defpifc — ru try to forget -him. {wops) He's 

gone for a chaife-*-— but let him go by hinifelf for 
a traitor. 

Lady J. O then he left you there till his return. 
{pointing to the room) 

Soph. Yes ; but he (han't find me there. 

Lady J. Then he Ihall find me there. 

Soph, ni go diredly back to my prifon. Don't 
be angry with me, my dear Lady Jane — I'm fo 

vex'd lExit crying. 

. Lady J. Til take Sophia's place here within, and 
bring convi6tion in his face, beyond the power of 
' denial, (retires) 

Enter AiitcovRT. 

jlir. What a troublefome cur it is ! My poor 
girl has had a tedious time of it here within, (taps 
at the door) Come, my Love, the chaife is ready. 

Lady Jane advances. 

Lady J. Vm glad to hear it, Sir—Eh ! Sir, 
I beg a thoufand pardons; I expected another 
Gentleman ! 

Air. 
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Air* Yes, madam, and I cxpefted another lady. 

Lady J. Pray, Sir, is your name Aircoart f 

Air. At your fcrvice, ma'am* 

Lady J. What an error have I been in ! what 
mifchief! My poor Sophia ! (afide) 

Air. Pray, madam, did you lee a young lady^— 

Lady J. {looking out) Oh| here comes Mr. 
O'Donovan, I can't wait for an exjdanation now, 
Sir ; I haTe feen the Lady, and as I was the caufe, 
tho'. innocently, ofyour lofing Mifs Sophia, you fliall 
command every eln>rt of mine to fegain her. [Epcit. 

Air. What magic could have tra|uforDi*4 Sophia 
to Lady Jane ? 

Enter Larry KavanagH, 

Larry. Ha, ha, ha! Aircourt, you're right 
about Alibi's mad freaks 1 why Sophia's now at 
home;, I bad this moment thf fwccteft fmile ftoox 
her window. 

Air. Goqe home ! was ever iucb a little twiii 
about tee^to-tum. {ajide) 

Latrj. I Q\2\\ make formal propofiils for her to 
Alibi, but on fecond thopghts \ think I h^4 better 
for a while conceal my name thopgh, beca^ife then, 
in cafe of difappoin^ment, \ (hall ilill have Lady 
Jane in Petto; I ha^ve lent my man (o Alibi's to 
^equeft an interview* 

Air. What could hj^ve made her fcamper back 
again. {aJide) 

Larry. But Aircourt, what are you about ? you 
told me you were on a love fcheme. 

Air. I don't know, {quick and pievijhly) 

Larjy. Don't knowr ! Don't bite mc ; Ha, ha, 
ha! I fee it ; your puppy rival's in the way. 

H 2 ^ Air. 
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i£r. He is, (and juft s^ yov( intend to Sophia.) 
I am\old without reves^in^ his namei he deiigns 
to make propofals fojr m^ m.tftrefs to her guardian. 
• Larry* But what objection ha^s this guardian 
to you ? 

Air, Why* r«illy I can*t fay, fpme bufy body 
has been chattering that I made a fong upo;i him» 
or intended to have him Cftricatur'd m the print- 
Ihops; the thing aboy^ ail others it ieemsh^'s moft 
afraid of* 

Larry, h he? H*, ba, ha! I h^yc it — ^youf 
hand — i*m yoi^r oracle — your rival defig;ns tQ go 
and'propofe for her, and yet conceal his nanne; 
fend an anonymous line to her guardian that a 
moft notoripi^ hummer, has lai<ra.idan to come 
as a fuitor to his ward, but his that real purpofe, is 
to get his^pcrfon and manner for a caricature pnnt, 
or long, or fomething of that fort, to tucn him 
into ridicule : and if he is fuch an unicjue, he'll 
take the alarm at once, I warrant your rival trun^ 
died out of the houfe without a hearing, ha, ha, ha! 

Air. And fo, my friend O'Donovan, this is your 
cofnfortable advice ? ' 

Larry. I only wifh I had a rival with Sophia, that 
I might put the joke in practice, what a foolilh 
figure he'd cut. 

Air. You really think he wou-d ? 

Larry. O by heav'n, it wou*d be the higheft— 
Only dotry it. 

Air. Well, perhaps I may — You've fent yoxjr 
-man, you fay, to AUbi's? 

Larry. Yes, and in three minutes I (hall be 
there myfelf, and make propofals. Ha, ha, ha ! 
but never mind ine— Aircourt, do fend the letter 
to your old lad— 'You may ^fign yourfclf " Uu- 

known 
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known Friend," or, "Q^in the comer"— FH an- 
(wer for its fuccefs — it will make a fcieecbing 
Uugh for us ! ha, ha, ha ! 
Air. I t^ink it will— I'll try it—Ha, ha hal 



SCENE II. 

Atizi's Houfe. 

Enter Alibi and Sophia* 

Soph. Don't mention him, I hate him now as 
much as ever I lov'd him. 

jilibi. Ha, ha ! — I thought you'd repent of your 
fondnefs for your charming Aircourt — the fellows 
ai> adventurer! — But no more guineas for dan-, 
cing mailer's balls ! 

Sopb. Oh, Sir, his el^ant perfon — grace in 
dancing — polite attention, charm'd my heart ; and 
when 1 was taken ill, his concern at the accident 
claimed my gratitude. 

Ali^L So you muft fall in love with him, be^ 
caufe forfooth he danc'd you about 'till yoii fainted 
nnd then, as if he was tipping for nine, he over* 
lets half a dozen little mifles only to throw a glafs 
of water in your face. 

Soph. Do now let's hear no more about him^ 
and upon my honor I won't run away again. 

AUH' 'Pon my honor, I don't think you will— • 
Boy, my gownand cap; I won't ftir out — 1 don't 
think you'll run away again, little Soph, if a wife 
brain, brick wall, flrong bolt, and double lock can 
prevent it. 

Soph. Ah, guardian, if a woman's mind is fet 
upon a kind youth, with a true heart, and hand* 

fome 
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fome 6ce ; your wairs.cobwcb ;— bolt, ftraw— 
pye-cruft-lock, abd your brain, fyllabub. 

/llibi. Don't tell me of pyc-crufts ! — you fliall 
find me a fpidcr, Mrs. Ladybird — Why, you little 
boy. 

£nter Boy, wiib a cap andgown^ Al i bi put them on. 

There, now Fm at home for the day, the night, 
the morrow; FU not ftir from the houfc thefe three 
weeks — You won't get off again, 1 think. 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha! Oh, that they may ! {^fur- 
veying and turning him about.) 

Alibi. May what ? 

Soph. Take you off. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Alibi. Take me off! 

St^b. With your red cap ; you only want the 
pipe in your mouth. 

Alibi. If they gibbet me in their print-fhops, TJl 
bring my aftion for a libel — their windows are a 
nuifancc, exhibitions of fcandal and indecency, to 
block up the footpaths, and make a harveft for 
pickpockets. 

Enter Pavot. 

Fav. Monfieur, mon Maltre has font his hum- 
ble refpedt, to know if he can have the honor of 
waiting upon you ? 

Alibi. Well, and who is your mon Maitre, pray ? 

Pav. Gentilhomme of the bon fortune, to beg 
permiffion to pay his addrclles to your young 
Lady there. 

Soph. Ha, ha, ha ! Upon my word, hadn't you 
beft advertife me at once—" To be fold,| purfuant 
to a decree of the High Court of Chancery, that 

capital 
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capital mefTuage, known by the name of Sophia 
Seymour ; for particulars* enquire of Capias Alibi, 
attorney and turnkey » at his villa at Callle Nab?*' 

Pav. Bon ! Monfieur, you are de turnkey, and 
your Cliatteau — here is Caftlc Nab. 

jiliht\ Did your mafter (end you here to laugU 
at mc ? 

Pav. No, Monfieur — Pardie, I wifli I vas (afe 
out ofdisCaftleNab. 

jUibL You impudent baboon, who is yourmafter ? 
And who are you — 

Pav. Monfieur, don*t be angry, he is de fini(h'd - 
gentilhorome ; oh ! Mifs Sq>hia, he is much in 
love with you— for you be do forfake de great Lady 
Lady Jane vid grand fortune. 

Soph. Forfakc Lady Jane! — It muft be Mr. 
Aiicourt. (ajidt) 

Pav. Monfieur — I vil run and deliver him your 
anfwcr. [£jpi/. 

AliiL There^s a polite fellow, fav'd tne the trou. 
ble of even thinking of an anfwer ; — Fll fee this 
perfbn, and if he is '* de man of bon fortune," Ml 
get you off my hands, my pretty dear, indeed I 
will. 

Scpb. O yes, this is his valet that Lady Jane 
mentioned, this is her O'Donovan and my Aircourt, 
but my heart is fteel'd againft him (j^)— Sir, I 
befeech you not to admit this gentleman. 

Jftl^L I wiU. 

Sopb. To tell you the truth. Sir, this is Air^ 
court ; but Fm quite indifferent about him. 

Aliii. Eh, Robin returned to the attack. 

Pavot (without) 
Pav. Oui, Monfieur Alibi will be rejoice to fee you. 
Sir. ^i^i- 
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Alilfi. Sure of that Monficur ? 
Soph. Yes, he's confident— a diffcmblcr—Eh ? 
why this is my Chclfea fop. (Jurpriz'd) 

Enter Larry Kavakagr. 

Larry. Mr. Alibi! — Ma'am, your moft— ha, 
charaiing by heaven ! 

Aiibi. Nol's pidgeon! Why, Sophia, look, 
here's more of your conceit — this Robin. 

Soph. Very myfterious ! 1 fear Lady Jane 

has been miliDformed, and led me into an error — 
Adually diftinft perfons ! Have I wrong'd Aif" 
court, ^and furrendered to my prifon ? (weeps) 

Larry. I have taken the liberty to wait upon 
you, my old friend, in hopes that my addrefies to 
this young Lady may prove agreeable to her tender 
inclinations and ycor (age opinion, {bows) 

Alibi. Why, Sir, as to the tendemefs of that 
lady's inclinatiooi, that's a matter with me of juft 
—about — ^thrce half pence — {bows) 

Sioph^ And, Sir, the (agactcy of that gentlef-^ 
man's opinion^ with me is juft — about— ^a penny 
fanhing under that fum — [curtfies) '^ 

Larry. As I have quite forgot the multiplication 
table, curfe me if I can firike a balance upon this 
bufinefs — but. Sir, I love, and will marry thk 
lady, that's my fum total. 

Alibi* Hah !.— but I muft know the fum of your 
fortune, before you lay a finger upon that Lady's 
fum total — But why, did you go about the bufli 
with your falfe letters ? — Why did n't you at firft 
come and afk my confent fair and openly ? 

Enter 
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Enier Boy. 



^ 



Boy. (giving letter to Alibi) A man left that for 
you. Sir. [Exitz 

Alibi, {reads i while Larry entertains Sophia apart\ 
" An unknown friend warns you againft a defign 
« formed by a junto of wits, to turn you into ri- 
" dicule, by caricaturing you for thcprint-fhops ; 
" 'tis to be enriched with a fatyrical ballad. For. 
<' this plurpofe, the PreQdent, (who is a noted 
" hummer,) introduc'd himfelf to you at Chcl- 
•' fea." — Chelfea ! the very fellow, {looking at 
Larry ^ reads) •• And to finifli his outie pic- 
*^ ture, he*s to obtain an interview as a man 
'* of fortune in love with Mifs Sophia." Oh, oh,. 
is that your bufinefs, my friend, {aftde) *■ Take 
«* this hint from your's, (Xin the corner.'* I 
fufpeded fomething, when 1 faw him fo thick 
with that rogue Robin ; fo, fo, it's all a coUufion. 
{Jlifling rejentment^ putting the letter up^; dro^s^ 
iV, goes to Larry and holds his face up to him.) 
Well, look ; have you got a likenefs ? 

Larry. Eh ! 

Alibi. Tve a ftriking Phiz, haven't I ? 

Larry. You have a very good phiz indeed/ 
Sir. 

AUbi. But when Pve the pipe — 

Larry. What has he got at now ? Ma'am, can 
you fmoke his pipe ? 

Alibi. No, but I fmoke your pipe. The tune 
of the ballad, I fuppdfe will be '* Bow-wow," or, 
ftop, Derry down's a good tune. 

Larry. Sir, I doa't'lcnow what you mean by 
Perry Down. 

v^L. III. I Alibi. 
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Jlibi. Don't you ? then Til fpcak plainer.^rr 
There's the fiairs, and pray, Sir, do you walk 
down, down, Derry down. (Jinging) 

Soph, {having pi^k^d up fhf letter ard peru/eJ it) 
Ha, ha, ha! Oh, this is the pleafanteft — ha,ha> 
ha ! the very thing I was wifliing for ; ha, ha, 
ha! There, Sir, you fee hioi to advantage. Guar- 
dian, make a face for the gentleman. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Larry. The laugh is again ft fomebody, but for 
the foul of me, I can't tell who ! 

Jlibi. Ma'am, do you ftep in-^ (puts Sophia 
into a room) 
And, Sir, do you ftep out. 

Larry. Sir, this is not behaviour to a gentle- 
man. I'm a perfon of rank and confequeoce, 
and muft defire. Sir 

jllibi. Yes, Sir, and I muft defire youUl pack 
up your confequence, be your o>vn porter, and 
carry it out of my houfe. 

Larry. Then, Sir, I muft difcover myfelf 

jflibi. You are difcovcr'd» — Thanks to (^in 
the corner, (a^de) 

Larry- I never met with fuch a .mad old fel-r 
low ! 

Meth. (without) Are you above. Matter Ali- 
bi? 

Larry. Oh, Lady Arabic's butler here can tell 
you that I am a perfon of fafhion. Hear from 
him who you have affronted, and blufh for your 
behaviour. 

£;2/^rMETHEGLIN. 

Meth. Ah, what are you here, Larry ? gad I 
forgot, (^ajide) 

Jlibi. 
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JlihL Ha, ha^ ha ! So theo Larry you're a 
inan of fafliion. 

. Larry, {to Met beg/in) Pray be ferious, frieod, 
jthis old gentleman won*t believe that I ana 

AUtb. The deuce, has .he found out that you 
arc Larry ? 

Larry. Fellow, VU fee if your lady authorizes 
your infolence to her guefts, and as for yqu, old 
Coke, I 'ir carry your ward^ by all the powers of 
love and ftratagcm. [Exit. 

^ibu A goofe quill for. your ftratagem. Did 
you ever fee fuch a pufF crack — who is be. Me* 
theglin. 

Metb. Can't reveal that without my wife's 
leave. 

AliH. Wife 1 You haven't married Katty Ka- 
vanagh ? 

Metb. No, not yet. 

Alibi. Where is (he. 

Metb. So eager to have her little penny fettled 
upon her before our marriage, that ihc wou'd 
come with me ; (he*s in the next room* 

Katty. (Without) Mr. Metheglin. 

Alibi. The very voice of my dear wife ! {ajide) 
And has (he really much money ? 

Metb. A power. 

Alibi. I feel all my conjugal tendernefs revive. 
{^afide) Metheglin, reach the ink-.ftand off* the deO^ 
yonder, 

Metb. I will, but be civil to my wife; (he's a 
jolly body — the pen and ink. Aye. {Exit, 

Alibi. Yes, it is (he ; 1 gave her time to roll ; 
and the prudent creature, in purfe and perfon^ 
has gathered like a fnow balU 
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Enter Kattt. 

Katty. Mr. Metheglin, is it your manners to 
leave a body (landing in the entry* Oh Mr# 
Counfellor, do you know much of this huiband 
Vta going to marry, 

Alibu 7 know a huA>and you did marry. Ah^ 
Katty I 

Katty. And is it 1 Oh St. Patrick ! Are you 
alive, my Bryan, my own Honey* 

Alibis Kate, Katty ! Oh my Catherine Fear* 
(^Embraces bir,) 

Enter Metheglin* 

M£tb. Here is the pen and ink. {ftops Jbori^ 
Is the world at an end ! 

Alibi. Mr. Metheglin, your wife turns out Co 
be my wife. 

Metb. I know with lawyers our money turns 
out to be their money, but you— 

Katty. Hufli > Mr. Metheglin, you and I are 
now two> fo good day to you. Come, my dear» 

[Exeunt Alibi and Katty. 

Metb. To quit my lady for this falft woman, 
and fhe to run away from me for this big litde old 
villain^ becaufe of his money, and in a moment 
too : fome myftery here— I'll go home^ and 
throw royfclf at my lady's feet — I'll make her 
happy. Now for the drawing roomj but firft 
for the wine cellar J yes, aye, {^Extt. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT# 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



OR, THE LIE OF THE DAY. 69 



ACT IV. 



SCENE I. 

Outftde ef the Toy. 
Enter Aircourt. 

AlRCOURT, 

Ay, ay, you may put up the chaife ; my capri* 
Cious, lovely, Sophy ! her running back is the 
moft vexatious — the ftrangcft — however, if my 
hum letter has done its duty, by this the 
lawyer has ejeAed the beau, here he comes— Ha, 
ha, ha I By his furious face it has fucceeded. 

Enter Larry Kavanagh, 

Ha O'Donovan ! well have you propofed for the 
lady — 

Larry. Aircourt, never knew any gentleman 
fo ufed as I have been by her guardian. 

Air. Then my letter has taken, {afide) 

Larry. Never was fo treated 

Air. Treated! you went at his dinner hour ; 
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ay, your country people are never contented but 
ivhen they are crammiDg their guefts, ha* ha, ha ! 

Larry. Cram ! he cramm'd me down ftairs. 

Air. Why I fuppofe ydu dined in the parloun 

harry. Dine i 

Air. By what I have heard of him I did not 
tbink he was fo hofpitable. Ha« ha, ha ! 

Larry. He very hofpitably turned me out of 
doors. 

Air. What *^ trundled you out without a hear- 
ing?" 

Larry. Oad as you fay, trundled me out with- 
out a hearing. But held up his phiz as he called 
ity and in che moft rude and ill-bred manner, 
fairly derry-down*d and bow-wow'd me out of 
his houfe. 

Air. Well done (^in the corner. Ha, ha, ha I 
{ajide) 

Larry ^ Nay, but Aircourt don't laugh— ^fo un- 
friendly. 

Air. Why faith IVe little caufe for pleafantry. 
How (hall I recover my Sophy, {afide^ 

Larry. And yet, ha, ha, ha! in my vexation 
I can't help laughing — for brulhing thro' Alibi's 
hall in my fury, who Ihould I fee fitting very 
ftately m che parlour, but my Irifh nurfc. So 
prompted by curiolicy and another peep at So- 

phy.; 

. Air% Sophy !. well ! 

Larry^ 1 pop*d into the adjoining room, and 
overheard. — Why the gentlewoman is Alibi's 
wife — and old Pettifog is in fuch a dread of a 
moft tremendous Irilh admirer who paid his ad- 
dreffcs on the fuppo&tion of her being a rich wi- 
dow^- 

Atr. Ay— well ? 

Larry. 
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Larry. Alibi fears he'll certainly follow her 
over from Irelandt and piftol him. 

Jlir. £h^ this promifes fomethiog. {afidc) 

Larry Ha, ha, ha ! 

j£r. Pflia, dcm your grinning, let's hear ?— 

Larry. Why Sir, this hero that they're fo much 
gfraid of, it feems is really a devil of a wicked 
fellow, has been in the German fervice^ and ia 
fome of the moft dangerous adions on the Turk- 
ifli frontiers. 

yftf. Alibi in dread of this formidable Hiber^ 
pian Hedor— *This may prove a coup de main* 
{afide) 

Larry. But Aircourt about your miArefs— 
What have you done with your fool of a rival ? 

Air. As great a blockhead as ever ; he has beea 
juft now communicating a circumftance to me, 
that I hope will put it in my power to jockey 
him once for all. Ha, ha, ha 1 

Larry. A blockhead^ indeed, to make you of 
all men his confidante. Jockey him ? 

Jir, I will. 

Larry. Yes, but you promifed to affift me in 
getting Sophia one. 

Air. If I don't get her out may I — — — Well, 
good bye, when next we meet you (hall hear fome* 
thing of your girl that will aftonifh you. 

Larry. Thankye, I muft now meet my father. 
Adieu ! 

Air. ril about it my boy — The plan is here— 
Ha, ha^ ha ! 

[Exeunt/everaPj. 
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SCENE 11. 

Lady Akablz*§ Hcu/f. 

Aglaft dwr^ a writing table feen thro' it. 

Enter Ladt Arable. 

Lady A. I bluih even to confefs to myfelf, that 
this youth introduced by Sir Carrol ihoutd .in« 
fiantaneoufly fupplant him in my affedions, and 
for me fo fuddeoly to break oS with Sir Carrol ! 
but this ftranger is fuch a charming young man, 
yet without family, connedions-^what does he 
want but riches which I can fupply from our dif* 
parity of condition in life, all overtures muft 
come froln me; yet I may difguft him by ovcr^ 
flepping the bounds decorum has prefcribed to 
my fex. Heavens i yes, he is coming here to 
write, he can't mifs thofe lines they will be the 
moft delicate conveyance of my fentiments. 

[Lays 4 paper on a table and Exit. 

Enter O'Donovak, 

O'Don. I think I left the maps on this defk. 

[Exit in at the glafs door^ 

^ £«/^rMETH£GLiN wtbwtne^ 

Mftb. PerSdious Katty ! but let her go to the 

• Indeed the black gentleman has got her, oh 

for — {flls and drinks) Sweet revenge, Vm fo 
vext I could quaff aqua fortis — bow to flep 
above this affront — yes its beyond a doubt that 

my 
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ftiy lady has conceived tender nbtiofis for me» 
but love for this talfe , widow, totally put me : 
frompufhing my fc rtune-— 1 obferv'd to^ay my 
Lady look'd very cool on Sir Carrol ; her mind 

muft run on fomebody elfe, and who but 

Yes, ril return your finiles with oc;)es, your leers 
with kiffeS) your money with mylelf, fuppofe to 
turn Lady Jane morea^inft Katty's (ham fquire, 
mafter Larry, what if 1 ftart this young beasle 
at her ? Fib told me ihe liked him-* Yonder ne 
is— Hip ! boy ! my lad I 

Re-enter O'Donovan. 

Tvc a fecret for you, take a drop out of the bbt« 
torn of that glafs ? 

O'Dofu I thank you, but Tm in a hurry now. 

Metb. A falfe woman's worfe than an empty 
glafe. — ^** Adieu to the cellar delights,*' (Jings) 
As I've made up my mind to marry Lady Arable^ 
1 muft hire a Butler of my own. 

O'Dtm^ You marry Lady Arable ; and what's 
to become of Sir Carrol P 

Metb. Pho ! Her thoughts on him vere vex- 
ation, from my attachment to a deceitful fy-* 
ren. 

Enter Fib. 

Fib. Mn Metheglin, run to my lady 1 

Metb. There you fee* 

Fib. She wants you in her drefling room* 

Metb. No, Fib, my lady wants me in her un- 
dreffing room. This room is my fandum^ 
fandorumi fo fince you have put your foot 

VOL. III. K in 
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itt hcrt^ (it domi with derotioD» and tafte 
a drop <^ tb€ righteous f (gives b$r a glafs) 

Fib. Til takeaglaie, if kf only to drink 1117 
youhg lady*i healtB. 

Meib. GompUment to you. (/4 O'Don.) 

Of Dm. Me ! how pray ^ 

Fik Yes, Imoftfay that Lady Jane haa na 
avvrfion to one in my eye-^Sir, your health. 

(drinks n (yDan. 

0*Don. Pray is not the match concluded be- 
tween Lady Jane, and Mr. O'Donovan ? . . 

Fit* Yes, it's at an end, if that's a conclufion ; 
no, I aflure you my Lady's a high*f)yer, not to 
be brought down by a holliday iportfman, that 
cocks his gun at every little bird that hops be-, 
fore him. 

Mttb. He, he, he! Little bird hop before 
him !-*«-Fib*s a mighty pretty fpoken young wo- 
man. 

Fii. Ahf I wilh' all the great folks with great 
fortunes, would marry us little folks with no 
fortune, and then the world would be better di- 
vided. (Bell without) I muft run ; pray cork up 
your bottle and come to my ladyi [Exit. 

MiSb. What ! do you take me for a Porifoken 
fliopkeeper, wou'dn*t cork a bottle for all the 
ladies — in 

O'Don. But I muft prepare the papers for her 
ladyfhips infpeAion. 

Metb. What paper's this? (takes the paper 
Lady Arable left.) My Lady's hand ! I thought it 
was (be went out as I came in*-a bill of fare for 
the Houfekeeper, 1 fuppofe— rlet's fee what's for 
iifi^er to-night — (reads) ••You. have merit. I 
have fortune to reward it } (or your fake 1 am 
r^ady to recede from an engagement with ^y 

equal 
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«qotI to point of rank. If you think it tn my 
power to make you happy, be fo/'«--*Houff- 
keeper ! Nq» this is a bill of fare for the buder 
—never fo openly declared her lore for me bc* 
iore; I thought it might be fo, but my no^&y 
itifled the flattering ^ea — what a pretty method 
has flie taken to let me know it. 

O'Dm. Very ftrange this. 

M^tb. I will make you happy, my dear lady^ 
give up the great Sir Carrol O' Donovan for mc ! 
I'd be a moft ungrateful fellow to refufe /' I have 
fiwtunc," 6000K a yeari •* you have merit"--^ 
hem — merit I {bell rings) Aye, puU away now 
my Lady, but prefently, when Tm your Ixxd 
and Mater, I'll teach you to knock my bells 
libout jn that manner. 

O^Don. This double marriage rupture mull 
give Sir Carrol great uneafmefs ; tho* I cou'dn'c 
rejoice at Lady June's union with Mr. O'Donovans 
yet I moft fenfibly feel at every caufe of diftrcfs to 
his worthy fath^r-^but you have not told me 
the fecret, 

Metb. Put your beft foot foremoft, my boy. 
Lady Jane has caft an eye upon you, and Laay 
Arable has caft two eyes upon me; it^s not birth, 
beauty is the mark, not for the root, but the fruit 
of the tree, their mouths water. 

O'Don. Hold ! if this is your fecret — I muft 
inHft you'll not even think, with levity, on Lady 
Tane; tho'you may be well with Lady Arable, 
her amiable daughter could never lofe a thou^t 
on fo lowly a being as myfelf. 

Metb. Well, don't go to law with me about it 

—I tdi you that Fib told me that Lady Jane fwore 

this morning, you were the pretcie(l' man in the 

}xoufe, except mp.— ril bring you together; you 

1^ a (hall 
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Jhall have the mother's confcnt too ; Til marry the 
Dowager on no other terms. You (hall be my 
ion-in-law, or her Ladyfhip never fteps into 
church with Jack Mctheglin. 

O'Dtm. I requcft you'l! fay nothing about me, 
you*iI only do mifchief ; but I muft adjuft the pa- 
pers her Ladyftiip gave mi to look over. \Exh. 

Metb. You (hall unhotfe fquire Larry for all 
this. Now to make my lady happy, [looks in a 
glafs) do I look-^but Ihe always thinks me 
comely; and that ^h{% of red mantles in my 
cheek, and fparkles in my eye— fmile, you mon- 
key, (grimaces) the other corner, the other eye % 
oh bravo, Metheglin ! Now have at her noble 
countenance ; (bon (hall 1 be Lord of all her houfes 
out-houfes, confols, hogflieads, jointures, mills^ 
meadows, plate, and puncheons. [£x//. 



Ni^ 



SCENE in. 

Anotbor Jparttnont in Lady Arablr's, 

Enter Lady Arable* 

Ladtjf A. Now is this ftep of mine fo very con- 
fiftent i marry a handfome young fellow without 
money ; I pleafe myfelf, yet I dread an eclaircifc- 
ment with Sir Carrot The lines are gone ; I 
long to know what eflfcA they have had on him, 
cruel, partial decorum ! while man freely courts 
the fair one he admires, woman, like a poor 
ghoft, muft hover round the hidden treafure, 
condemn'd never to fpeak till fpoken tQ. He's 
here. ^ 

EnUr 
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£»/«• O'DoNOVAN, {with papers) 

Oh, Mr. — Pray, have you — this love ! I 
feel myfelf more awed by his prefence than he can 
poflibly be with mii^e. {qfide) 

O^Dm. Madam, agreeable to your orders, I 
have loolc'd over the furveys of the lands you have 
purchafed of Sir Carrol. 

Lady A. You are very good-— thofe inftruments * 
were drawn up in Ireland, but tolerably accurate^ 
I fancy. 

0*Bon. They correfpond with the rent-roll^ , 
Madam. 

Lady A. Well, my young furveyor, to tell you 
a fecret, I made the pgrchafe only on commiffion 
for a certain Lady, who, if your heart is difen-> 
gaged, wilhes to cherilh (bme idea in your favour. 

O'Don. Confufion! then Metheglin, I find, 
has been talking here of Lady Jane! {ajide) 
The Lady's goodnefs does me too much honor. 
Madam. 

Lady A. No, Tm certain you arc a very de- 
ierving perfon. 

G'Don. Sir Carrol too, will fuppofe that I have 
dared to afpire to her-^and what muft he think of 
me. (aJide) 

Laahf A. By his agitation, he takes the mean« 
ing ot my note, (afide) 

C/DoH. Madam, whatever you may have heard, 
be affured I never had the prefumpcion to— 

Lady A. He underftands me — but as my name 
wasn't to it. Til fet him beyond a doubt {aJide) ^j 

tho* the Lady flat ters herfeif that her ofitr is agree- 
able to your wilhes •— 
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0*Den. My wilhes ! I befeech you^ do me the 
juflice to believe—— 

LaJy A. Yet, to fpare her the indelicacy of an 
hbfokite declaration, that is» Sir, cho* apprehen- 
fiK, you may think (he has already been forward 
in advances, yet (he defired nee to prefent you 
Vith her pi£lure« (jfiw/ iV) 

O'Dm. Ah, Madam ! With all thole charms, 
my heart while I confefs it fen&bly awake to each 
perfedion, never harbotrr'd a thought, afpiring to 
the lovely original, {lod^s «/ it) Eh ! Why, Ma- 
dam, this is your piftiire 1 

Lady A. Pray let the artift's vermilion fpare my 
blufhes. 

O'Don. Whatamiftake! 

Enter Mitheglik. 

I am fo overpowered by the e0eA of your Lady-. 
fljip's cOndelcenGon, that — permit me, Madam^ 
to wifthdra«r. [Exit. 

Metb. You may withdraw. 

Ladf A. In fuch a tender moment — what an 
impertinent intrufion ! 

Mftl^. You've made an impertineni intrufion 
here, {callinj^ after O' Donovan) 

Lady A. What do you want ? 

Mttb. What do I want 1 Here's mock mo- 
defty 1 Afhamed to think of the tender epiftle ihe 
left for me. 

Lady A. I can't fpeak to you now. 

l^!cth* How (Irong is the conflift between her love 
and jealoufy, for my thoughts of Katty. {afidc) My 
Lady, I'm sill contrition for pad coldneis — and ani 

willing 
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^willtng to make ameadfe, tho' you have caft your 
affeclioos on a prrfon far beneath you. 

Lady A. {ajide) Then my paffioo for this youtb. 
h^tTanfpired ! Well, no matter^ Metheglin, tho' ic 
may be thought that I have plac'd my affedUona. 
unworthily ! 

Mitb. Pardon me^ Madam^ not fb very ub« 
worthily— Hio fortune, 'tia true^ but as to ei^ery 
thing elfe— 

I^jjr A. Fortune's but light in the fcale, when 
counter-balanc'd by tranfcendent merit. 

Metb. Tranfcendent merit! Heavens ! ihe doatt 
on me! 

Lady A. What do you fuppofe peof^e will thiat 
of my choice ? 

Metb. My Lady, I admire your choice. (Joeks 
in the glafs) ... 

Lady A. Metheglin, I have a high opinion of 
your fidelity j I wou'd have concealed — bur, 
hcigho ! fince difcovcr'd, I own my weaknefs. 

Metb. Weaknefs ! No, my Lady, it is amorous 
fufceptibility, caught by parts and graces. 

Lady A. 1 wouMn't have this affair get much 
abroad yet awhile. 

M^tb. Hufli I not a w^rd ; but the marriage, 
once over, 'twill be only a nine day's wonder. 

Lady A. Why, fo I think j Sir Carrol, indeed, 
^ill have moil reafon to be offended. 

Metb. I don't care a broken cruet for Sir 
Carrol. 

iMdy A. You ! But I muft not lofe fight of pro- 
priety. 

Metb. You never do, my Lady — I think you 
proper, and chat's fufficient. 

Lady A. You 1 you wretch ! \Exit 

Metb: 
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Mi/b. (PaM/€s)Vf retch \ tKat is a term of love 
I know ; but as nobody's bye, (he might have 
fiiid agreeable wretch : to command a little more 
refpeAy Vl\ inftantly put on my wedding cloaths, 
white fringM gloves, and be-wig my head in a new 
Brigadier. Eh! you wretch — Oh, ho! I fancy 
the firft thing I fhall have occafion to buy out of 
my new fortune, > is a hazle fwitch, about as thick 
as my thumb--»fuch airs, after all her fqueamilh 
advances I But my rival. Sir Cdrrol — how vex*d. 
He, he, he ! But egad, I muft make it up with 
liim tho\ becaufc he'll be a decent fort of vifiting 
acquaintance for us— -Odfo! true — To difcover 
Katty's change of his fon, aye, that nails Sir 
Carrol's good will, as fure — Yes, that does it— -my 
lull vengeance, too, upon Kate and Alibi. Yes, 
yes«*£h! rU tell all-*Oh— aye— hem ! aye. 



SCENE IV. 



\^ Road near the Lodge of Lady Arable's 
Hou/e. 

Enter Lady Jane, 

X^y % Poor Sophia I her (econd imprifoD'' 
ment, all from my error : but if her whimfical 
lover, Aircourr, fucceeds in his Iri(h Captain's 
fcheme^ I mud, as I promifed, deliver her the 
letter he gave me for her, or (be may be as much 
terrified at bis appearance as Alibi \ but my mind 

is 
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b wholly occupied by this difcbvcry Fib has 
ma^. I can't help thinking I'm more confiftenc 
in my partiallity for this young man^ than my 
wife Lady-mother, How it has aftonifh'd me, 
<b very unaccountable and abfurd. Sir Car^ 
rol's time of life renders an union with him 
much more . fuicable than this very prepofte- 
rous match wich one young enough to be her 
fon» She haS) in her fpring of life, cropt the 
fweet bloflbm of love, and now in mine, (hatches 
it from me^ with a vifionary idea^ that (he can 
cheer her winter with an artificial warmth. But 
let her take him, Til expel him from my thoughts i 
his foul, like his fortune, is fordid and mercenary 
—Isn't this he ? ^Tis ; and my beating heart 
tells me I have blafphem'd " the God of my 
idolatry." 

Enter ODokovan, {with a fmall bundle)^ 

O'Dofi. ril firfl: apply to this old lawyer, be 
may afford me at leaft a temporary employment; 
if not, 1 nPiUlt for London : thrown upon the world, 
confclous honour be my pilot. 

Lady J. His face docs not wear the joy of a 
bridegroom. 

O^Don. Let me take one farcwcl of that belovM 
manfion — Adieu, dear cafket, that contains the 
jewel of my foul! Heavens ! She's here ! 

Lady J. Are you going to take a walk> Sir? 

O^Don, {Embarraffd) No, Madam, having 
particular bufmefs in London, I had hopes a 
fiage might take me up on the road. 

VOL. in. Jm Lady J. 
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L^iy. J. Bufincfs in town ! O true, rt Doc- 
tor's Commons-^but, ftage ! — fure. Sir, you 
might have commanded Lady Arabic's, or rather 
your own coach to attend you. 

O'DoH. Alas, Madam, I too fenfiUy feel the 
poignancy of your Ladyihip*s remark -, but 
cou'd you fee my heart, your gentle nature mufl: 
confider me more the objed of compaflion than 
ridicule*-«You may think me a fort of boafier, 
when I confefs, that in proportion as fortune de- 
prefles me, a ftubborn pride elevates me to my- 
felf, and while you view me here a forlorn 
wanderer, you, madam, are the only being on 
earth to whom 1 wou*d fue for pity. 

Lady J. Indeed Sir ? — but hold I pity a man 
going to be married to a rich well-jointur'd wi-* 
dow ? 

O'Don. And dcftroy the hopes and happinefs 
of my all-worthy bcnfefafkor ! Never I were there 
no other motive. ( fighi) You fee my page— 
(Jhewing the bundU) Ibis I prefer lo an Am« 
baffador's retinue. 

Lady J. Be quiet, my beating heart I How 
' have 1 wrong'd him ! (ajide) Sir, then you re- 
jc6l my mother*'s matrimonial overtures, mere- 
ly becaufe you wou'd not obftruft Sir Carrol's 
happinefs— *— -That Sir, is your only motive— 
Isn*t it ? 

O'Don, Not altogether, Madam^^-But permit 
me, as this may be my only opportunity, to wi(h 
]rour [^adyfhip every felicity that can attend your 
union with Sii Carrol's fan- 

Lady y. Felicity in an union with him !— 
N«veri was there no other motive? (Jf^^s) 

" Poverty 
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f* Poverty fliould be my page, in preference to 
ao Ambaflador's retinae/' 

0*D(nt. Pardon me, Madam — I — undcrftand 

that he^^as to other motive than if there 

flionld exift any -But, no ; my vanity (han't 

draw me into another delufion, {afide) Pleafe, 
Madam, to accept as the reprefentsitive of Lady 
Arable, my mofl grateful thanks for the kind 
and hofpitable reception, with which, from Sir 
Carrol's friendly introdudion, (he was pleas'd to 
honor me. {bows) 

Lady J. Then, Sir, as her reprefentative, I 
muft hope, we are not fo foon to be depriv'd of 

your company You're not really going ?-— 

And whither if I may a(k. 

O'Don. Madam, when you know who I am, 
indignation will take place of this generous con- 
cern for a friendlefs outcaft — by concealing the 
meannefs of my origin, I have impofed upon the 
unfufpefling credulity of Sir Carrol, and pre- 
fumptuoufly obtruded my company, where hu- 
mility (hould have taught me to wait. 

Lady J. You have education and accompliih^ 
ments, and for your family. Lady Arable muft 
certainly have known that, before (hedetcrmin'd 
to 

O'Don. My education was a gift from the open 
hand of benevolence ; and as for my parent — I 
fcorn to claim a fubfiftence, where without a 
hluthj I cannot a(k a blefling — Hcav'n protedt 
you, dearcft Lady — My heart is full ! 

Lady J. Nay, but. Sir ! 

O'Don. Adieu, nioft honored Lady ! — I wiffi 
1^1 cou'd — forget that there was Oh, for- 
tune !-^^ — [Exit. 

I 8 Lady 
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Laif J. Difiotcrcftcd feniible— -generous 

youth I Dare I think he loves me ? — ^If he does^ 
ne dare not think fo himfelf*— It's his extreme 
fenfe of the gratitude he owes Sir Carrol, that 
deprives us of him. Which way is he gone ? I 

pofitively mull not t hat is^^-— no, my mo* 

(her muft qot lofe him. [Exit^ 



J5N0 Of THE FOURTH ACT, 
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A C T V. 



SCENE L 
A Hall ivitbfeveral Doors in Alibi's Houfe. 

Alibi with Wine, Katty and Sophia ^tb tea 

difcover^dat a Tiable. 

Sophia. 

JtIa, ha, ha! 

Katty. Faith, you fay right tho* a joke Mi(k 
Sophy — ^You fliou'd now think yourfelf very 
^*^PPy» ^y g^y kittle old man j in your warm 
snanfion here. 

Sofh. And fincc now you taftc the fweets of 
marriage and fecial comfort ; why deny it to me 
my dear guardian ? 

Alibi. Since you're fo marriage-mad, my dear 
Ward, don't I content to give you young Mr. 
O'Donovan ? 

Soph. Yes, but I hate him. 

Alibi, (apart) Our fon, Katty-^prattle him in- 
to her favor. 

Katty. Now, indeed, Mifs, he*s a pretty boy. 

Alibi. 
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Jlibi. And pays you fuch a compliment ; for 
you he forfakes Lady Jane Arable, a woman of 
high top quality. 

Sofb. He forfake ! — She defpifes him, if pof- 
fible, more than I do. 

Katfy. Indeed, and you're both very nicc» 
faith ! — And Mifs, if you was as handfome as an 
allybafter, and as rich as a Jew, — I'd think your 

face and pocket well befiow'd on my boy 

I mean young Squire O'Donovan. 

Soph. Let me peep at this letter Lady Jane 
flip'd me, (peru/es it) 

Alibi. O dear, here had I retired after all my 
turmoils, to enjoy, as I thought, the fnug chim- 
ney-corner of life j yet, I don't know how, all 
of afudden, Pm wound up in cares, like a filk^ 
iworm in his woof, all of my own fpinning too, 
a young wild ward, that I'm weary of managing, 
a Ton all fnufFand feather that I dare not own ; 
and from our long reparation, my wife being 
thought a widow, has raifed me up two invete- 
rate enemies — here that fcoundrel Mcthcglin — 
and as I defign venturing to Ireland to pick up 
that efiate Lady Arable purchafed, there 1 havt 
ready before me that terrible IriQi Captain. 
Karty, my love, what was that Hcdior's name--» 
the Captain, that Metkeglin told me lov'd you 
fo much ? 

Karty. Oh 'twas Captain Killmainham O'Squro^ 
mough ; and he did love me dearly, 1 am 
iiire if he came over here, he wou'd (hoot mc 
in yoa? arms. 

Alibi. I thank you my dear, but I wou'd as 
lief he wou'd Ihoot you any where ,e]fe>— But is 
he fuch a terrible Coflack ? 

K tty. Noi he would not kill any body unlcfs 

he 
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he had taken his bottle ; — then he did'nt care 
what mifchief he did. Why in the Caftle of 
Dublin he'd pick a quarrel with the Lord Lieute- 
nant himfelf, that he wou'd-— and why not ? a 
great man he was himfelf in gunnery, and fcri- 
magtng againft the Turks. 

Alibi. Why there's a (crimage in his very 
name, the found is more terrible than an Indian 
warhoop, 

( A hud noife without. ) 
Air. (without ajfuming the Irijh brogue) Tell her 
it's her friend, Captain Kilmainham O'Squro- 
mough, juft arrived from Dublin. 
Jitbi. What! 

Soph. *Tis he, my dear Aircourt keeps his pro- 
mife. (q/ide) 

Katfy. Yes, I vow to Heaven, I believe it \% 
Ihe Captain, and fcems to have been at the bottle 
'Here will be fine cutting and (hooting ! 
AHbi. Cutting and Ihooting !. 
Katty. O, dear hufband ! to come all the wa/ 
from Ireland after me, what good nature! 
Alibi. Confound his good-nature. 
Katty. You'd better not fpeak fo loud. 
Alibi. I will fpeak loud — Confound your 
good-nature, {in a low tone) 

Soph. A Captain f— Ha, ha, ha! Tm glad we 
bave'nt finifli'd our tea : — hcMl take a difti with 
us. 
Alibi. Tea ! Give him the devil. 
Katfy. Honey, don't let him hear you. 
AliLi. He (hall hear me — Give you the devil. 
{in a tremulous voice) {gUjs broke without) Zounds ! 
if he has'nt broke the lamp in the hall ! 
Soph. Lud ! hemuft be a tearing fellow. 

Alibi. 
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jffiM. Tearing — ^ Who's there ? (at the d9$t 
trembling) 

Enter AiRcotJRT, difguifedin military drejs. 

» [Exeunt Katty and Sophia, haftilyt 

Air. Sir, as I am a gentlemaD^ I think it rude* 
nefs to force into any man's houfe. 

Jlibi. BeallySir, I am fomc what of your way 
of thinking. 

Air. I find you arc. Sir, as we both think of 
having the fame woman ; and^ Sir, with fub-^ 
miflion, 1 think that's damn'd impudent in one 
of us. ^ 

Alibu With fubmiffion I think fo too. Sir — 
but pray. Sir, co whom am I indebted for this 
honor ? 

Air. To that amiable inconftantj the widow 
Kavanah ! 

Alibi, {ajide) 'Tis the very defperado ! — Sir, 
one might imagine you defigned to affront me i 

Air. I came on purpofe. 

Alibi. Vaftly civil, [aftde) 

Air. Look you. Sir ; I have had tlie honor to 
ferve at home and abroad— Ockzakow and BaU 
briggin — The Danube and the LifFy — Volunteer 
reviews and Belgrade fieges — all one to Kiilmain- 
ham 0*Squromough — and I have learnt in Ire- 
land and Germany, by Tadic, Theoretic and 
PraAic, that there are two ways of doing things 
—The firft is — ( fills) Sir your health, {drinks) 
That's one way— the fecond, is — (//^) Sir, your 
health, {drinks) That's another way. 

Alibi. Now, Sir, with deference to your tac- 
tics, thofe two ways feem to me but one. 

Air. 
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Jlr. Right Sir, two and one make three. 
{/lis and drinks) and that being the firft way. 

Jlibi. Pardoo me, Sir^ that was the third- 

Air. Three are odds> aod I come i^pre to be 
even with you. (>f///) 

Alibi. The mo^ barbarous marauder \ ever 
ix9f. {afide) 

Air. You fee how I love my bottle. 

Altbi. Yes, Sir, J fee you love my botd^.f-*-« 
What a during braggadocio ! {fijtde) 

Air. How c^n you keep fuch ^ine ? 

Mibi. It's difficult indeed^ Sirr^~I wiOi I had 
conilables. iflfide) 

Air. Now our Irifh claret glides down like 
new milk<»«>makes a man fprightly and good^ 
natur'd — but your gun- powder- port fets my kiln 
a-fire#<^ {^firihs bis bciid) and makes ine af hot 
and as wicked — ^^^it has juft prim'd me for bu« 
finefs i fO) hearkee friend— <rnow to the affair that 
brought me before your citadel— A^ I doat oi| 
Mrs. Kavanagh, the man that loves her i9 a 
fcoundrelt 

Alibi. Sir, we ftill agr^ in Qpioion ; bjit, this 
widow happens to be my wife. 

Air, What i-rrthen you've married her» you 
moft outrageouA-frny 

Alibi. Yes^ my good Sir, hut it wa| long ber 
fore you ever fa<v ncr. 

Air. Then you didn't give me fair chance-— 
electtou, or rqedEtionr^ut it caQ 't ^y (he was 
never before in Englaqd. 

Alibi. No but I was in {relaiyd. 

Air. Str-5*-frI have 4one-7-rr I sUH pardou for all 
favors {bxiv;s} 

Alibi. But Sir, dow you're cqoI — with all ci- 
vility, (binvs) '\i I fhould thruftmyfelf into your 

VOL. Ill, M houfe 
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boufe— break your lanthorns ^rd glafleSj ^r,^ 
make all this uproar — what wou'd you fay ? 

Jir. Si»y ! filth Sir, Td fay nothing at all, at 
all, but Td like a crow have the l^onor to take 
you up to the garret window and decently drop 
you down upon the flags, and crack you like a 
cockle — Oh ! Td knock your head againft the 
walls of Bender, . Charles theXIIthdid the Ja- 
niflaries-— I'd kick you, Hbr$ws dmvn the table 
and breaks the china) juu fo. (^S^pbia runs out 
Jhrieking) — Pd turn you out of my houfe, juft 
fo — Get along you little rafcal ! {puts Sophia 
out) I would demolilh all your aiders — 

Eifl^r Mbtheglik. 

{Aircourt bujiles him) and abettors — rd flay you— - 

Enter Larry. 

{Aircourt Jboves bim) and every fcoundr el, who*d 
take a lady from Captain Kilimaipham 0*Squro- 
mough. [^ExU. 

Larry. Bravo l-—Oh, yes, it*« Aircourt — he 
has got her out for me— Ha, ha, ha ! 

AUbi. Come for Katty, and its Sophia he has 
put out ! — Here's a mad— drunkea-r-Holloa l--^ 
Stop! Sophy I {calls) 

Larry. A word if you pleafe ? 

AlibL My fon ! but I muftn*t own him. {aftde) 
You ftupid fellow ! Do you ki^ow what you ape 
doing? 

Larry. My good friend, be cool— I come once 
more to beg* your permiflion to addreis Mifs 
Sophy ; but as I now find flie'll foon be mine 
without itt I fliall fpare giving you that trou- 
ble. 

Alibi. 
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' AUth Why, zounds ! I was keeping her for 
you. 

Larr ^ For rric ! — ^No, no, my dear. Sir,— 
Ha* h^, ha! 

Jliii Provoking ! If I tell the fellow he*s my 
fon. Sir Carrol finds out my trick upon him — 
(afide) Mr. — ^"Squire O'Donovan, recover Sophy 
for me, and fhe's your*s, upon my affidavit. 

Larry. Indeed !-^nO| no ; lince my friend has 
^got her out for me ; Til have her and no thanks 
to you — Ciood bye. Old Hillary—-*' Down> down. 
«« derry down.'^^-Ha, ha, ha I \ExU. 

Alihu Here's an unnatural fon of a vil« 
lain ! 

Re-enter Metmeglin. 

Meth. (Peeping) Is the bragoon gone ? - 

jtlilfi. Down the road ; fiop him^ and TU 
give you an hundred guineas. 

Metb. Me! I wouldn't ftop a man on the 
road, for iSve thouiand!---Sir, if Lady Arable's 
Marriage-articles are drawn up, you muft infert 
my name inftead of Sir Carrol's. 

AUH. What is this muzzy-headed blockhead 
at?— ^If you won't help me to recover Sophia, 
do, friend, go home to your fideboard.— If ihe 
meets Aircourt, (he's irrecoverably loft ! (qfide) 
Furies !— 

Metb. Ob, ohl Muzzy-headed ! — Sideboard! 
— Very well. Sir. — Yes, I think I'll introduce 
one Sir Carrol O'Donovan into this good family/ 
— ^esj he may be liftened to, tho' I can't — Eh ! 
Aye !— I will indeed !— Aye ! lExU. 

Alibi. This barbarous ^Sclavonian Mohawk !-— 
I'm wcU out of his clutchci— ^I'd be after him 

myfclf 
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myfelf> bnly Vm aFratd.^<*Dainn the fellow ! he 
got fo bufy wich bis twos and threes at my un« 
fortunate bottit*, that he totally fofgot the bufi- 
ncfs that brought him.— Zotinds ! here are peo- 
ple walking in uf on me out of the ftreet I 

£. /^rO'DoNOvAit* 

Who arc you ? What dd you want ? 

0' Don. ^ Sir, exfcufc this freedom, but hiring 
you have an ofllce in town, if you Ihould have 
a vacancy^ I beg leave to offer my fervides. 

/itiifi. This may be another Poor Robin.— 
Who recommends you i Have you any friends 
of trcdit ? 

O'Don. I havefio friends. Sir, and my only re- 
commendation is neceflity. 

JliH. I don't love necfcffity, I defpife it!— 
But', as Sophy wiH (bon be difpofed of^ I ihall 
want a clerk ; this turns out opportune enough ; 
befidirs I fiioiild have fdme foir of man in the 
^ houfe, if this civil Clptaih fhdnld repeat his vifit. 

(a/rde) Could you on occafion, lave a gentlemaa 
from, being crackibd like a cocide ? 

O'Don. Sir! 

JIM Sir!— WW1> 26uncis!^Can you write? 

&Don. Yes, Sir ] and have fimic knowledge 
of-^ 

Alibi. Knowledge !— Can you polifli a boot ? 

O'lyoTj. I fliall cddeavoar to render myfelf 
ufeful, and it IhaU be my ftudy to prove it by 
gratitude. 

Jliii. No flourifhng!-*-^fbr fcar of being the 
caufe of ingratitudfe, it^s my maxim nev%r to do 
cdod to any body. 
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0*Don. My expeAatiods art extremely hum- 
hXti atid I fliftll hope for no more encouragement 
than you may find I dcfcrve.- 

{hud kmcking whb^uU 

Alibi. Ikh !— If this fhould be again the def- 
perado — I feel comfortable tho' to have fome^ 
body here that's able to defend me— -Now, my 
lad, you may have an occafion to convince me^ 
by your fpirit and attachment, that you delerve 
encouragement — ftep afide a moment. 

[O^Donovan retires 

Sir Ca. {without) And which is his office ? 

Alifn. Sir Carrol O'Donovan himfelf ! I find it 
fort of a— -queer — kind of a — I begin now almoft 
to fufpeft that an honeft man may b^ happy; for 
I, with all my knavery, never was fo — Shew the 
gentleman up — ^won't you pleafe to walk in Sir ? 
I haven'^t fccn him fince we were lads— tho* I re- 
member his voice^ I hope he forgets my features* 

Enter Sir Garrol. 

Sir Ca. Wellj Mr. Alibi, alias Kavanag^! 
{Sibijurprifed and confufedy — I left you in Irc- 
laml, twenty years ago, a profligate young man, 
and now I find you in England, a hardened old 
knave. 

Alibi. Sir! 

Sir C. In youth when the paffions take the lead, 
vice may be the eflcft of folly ; but when judg- 
ment is matur'd by age, a vicious man is a con*« 
firm'd fcoundrd ! 

AHl^. Really, Sir Carrol, this is language I 
don't undlerlmd, and didn't expeft from an old 
friend. 

Sir Cd. So you thought to lhu£Be in jrour 

foil 
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fon to inherit my cftatc, and graft your raf- 
cally bramble on the noble ftock of the 0'Do4i 
A0van*s ? 

Aliii. Nay, my good Sir, I — 

Sir Ca. No cvafion! I wadt no proof that the 
jay, feathered out at my cxpence, is a bird of 
your own ncftj but confefs where you have con* 
ceard my boy. 

Alibi. Ton my word, I don't know what you 
mean by boys and bird's ncfts x \ haven*t troubled 
xpy head with fuch fopperies thcfe many years. 

Sir Ca. I expcfted nothing from you but quirk 
and chicanery — Where's your wife, the wretched 
partner and tool of your deception ? From her 
fimplicity, I may extort fome truth. 

Mbi. {aftde) Yes, Katty has fqueak'd, and I 
muft flip my neck out of the noofe. Sir Carrol, 
I pqfitively don't comprehend what you are at, 
but you are welcome to put any interrogatories to 
my wife — Ihe doats on a little chat — ftxe'U give 
you replication, I warrant ; Ha, ha, ha ! 

SirCa. Fly. Sirrah! This inftant let me fee 
her. 

Alibi. {Muttering) Sirrah ! Don't underfland a 
man— coming — into— man's houfc — commands- 
man's wife — abufc — uncivil— goofc-quill— any 
man — [Exit. 

Sir Ca. Yes, yes ; fo many circumftances to 
confirm the truth of MethegHn's ftory. This 
young Larry, as he calls him, is certainly Alibi's 
fon — Then, ray poor unhappy boy, whom they 
have bred as their own, wherever he is, muft go 
by their name, Lawrence Kavanagh i but where 
they have fecreted him> to difcover is now my 
grand objeft— Perha^ they have abandoned hino, 
and he pines in penury,' or worfe— 'Brought up 

with 
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with vulgar aflbciatcs, habitual depravity may 
bring a (bame, where a fond father, like me, cx- 
pedks a comfort — Perhaps dead ! 

(0*DoNOVAN advances.) 

Ha, nay dear boy ! who thought to have met you 
in this fox-trap. 

0*Don. Sir Carro], before I quitted Lady Ara- 
ble's, I enquired for you, and wilhM for this op- 
portunity of returning you your favor of this 
inorning. {offering a banknote) 

Sir Ca. Come, come, a decent pride is ma ^y 
—but I — think — you won't rcfufc to accept, if 
you believe I feel a high gratification in bedowr 
ing. 

0*Don. Tho' I confefs myfelf an unworthy ob- 
jc6t of your bounty, I'm not yet fo bafe as to re- 
ceive an obligauon firom the perfon I have in* 
jured. 

Sir Ca. Eh \ 

O^Bon. Yes, Sir ; I have repaid your goodnefs 
with ingratitude, by infidioufly cherifhing a pre- 
iumptuous admiration of your fon's intended 
Lady; and tha' unintentionally, I fear I have 
robb'd you of the felicity Lady Arable's hand 
could beffow. 

Sir Ca. Then it was for this you withdrew your- 
ielf from us ? So^ rather than obftrudt the happi- 
nefs (as he thought) of me or my (ham fun, from 
the affluence which muft have been the reward of 
his merit— inhere has he again thrown himfelf upon 
the world : a noble-minded lad, faith, {afide) They 
ftay long, but I fuppofe little Honefty is giving 
his wife her leflbn, 

0*Don. lintcrruptyou— you have bufinefi. Sir. 

Sir Co. 
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Sir La. Stop ! You t^lk of obfcurity of birth, 
but as it was your pcrfonal merit that attradcd my 
cftecm, your origin to mc is of no confideration ; 
infamy is the only fcandal, and if your birth is 
free from thar, never Ut your honeft cheek bluflx 
at declaring it — What's your name ? 

O'Don. Kavanagh. 

Sir Ca. Kavanagh ! Your chriflian name ? 

0*Don. Lawrence. 

Sir Ca. Let me contain myfdf— whp arc your 
parents ? {with great emotion.^ 

O'Don. I have juft now, for the firft time thefe 
manv years, feen my mother in this houfe^ but I 
thinK ihe did not know me. 

4y/> C. She nurs*d my fon ! (Q'Doncvan bows^ 
It is my darling Edward — my generous — my no- 
ble-minded £bn — {embraces him) So long the for- 
lorn child of penury — ^alikc an unhappy fubjecftfor 
the fcorn of pride, and the tear of pity, (Puts his 
handkerchief to his eyes) 

0*D<m. Can this be ? 

uilibi. (Without) Aye, wife, you defervc it, but 
you ihan't prevail on me to connive at your moft 
attrocious impofition on this worthy gentleman i 
I'm a man of confcience*-* 

Enter Alibi* 

Sir Carrol , (he acknowledges the cheat (he put 
upon you, with a good deal of threatening and 
entreaties— All true that Metheglin told you. 

Sir Ca. And wherc's my fon, rafcal ? 

Alibi. Nay, Sir Carrol, be calm. Your fon^ 
;t feems, after my quitting Ireland, was fcnt by 
my matter Counfcllor Fairplea, to fome diftant 
college — No, he'll never find him. {ajide) 

Sir Ca^ 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



GR, THE LIE OF THE DAY. 97 

Sir Ca. And you really don't know where he 
is? ' 

Jlrbi. No, upon my integrity ! I'd give a 
thoufand pounds out of nny own pocket to find 
iiim for you. 

Sir Ca. Then Pll find him for you. * (points fo 
f)'I)cnavan) Look — admire — honor, and afl< his 
pardon. 

0'Don. Merciful Heaven ! I came hither to 
leek, but to find fuch a father, {kneels) 

Sir Ca. Rife to my heart, my dear fon ! When 
I firft beheld you, the voice of nature bid me love 
you as a parent ; but fincc, your inherent virtues 
claim'd riie permanent etteem of my finccreft 
friendfhip. Now 1 am proud indeed — not more 
rejoic'd at finding fuch a fon, than by fortune's* 
knocking at the door of poverty, to fee it open'd 
hy an honeft man. 

Enter Lady jANfctf^JMiTHECLiN. 

My fweet Lady Jane, as I underftand you had 
the gcnerofity to honor my boy with fome notice, 
when you thought him not worth a (hilling, you 
alone defcrve him, were he heir to an empire. 

Lady J. This gentleman your fon, Sir Carrol ! 
This confirms what Metheglin told me, and I 
hope, may in fome degree juftify, what I dreaded 
wou'd prove the inexcufable error of my heart. 

Enter Larry Kavanagh. 

Lar. Hah! my haughty goddefs! {To Lady 
Jane:) 

Metb. How d'ye do, Larry ? {Goes up to O'Do^ 
novan) Sir, haven't I made n man of you? 

voL» 111. fi Didn't 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



58 THE TOY; 

Didn't I promife you Lady Jane ? I have brought 
it about rarely, ha, boy ! 

Lar. Madam, as I frankly own that my heart 
is engag'd, I hope you will be candid enough to 
acknowledge, that you think a fun of Sir Carrol^s 
unworthy ofyour merit. 

Lady J. Sir, I muft, with all who know him, 
acknowledge the merit of Sir Carrol's fon. 

Lar. Ma'am, I thank you for the compliment, 

Metb. You thank her ! Well faid, Larry ?" 

Lar. But the Lady's confent comes now too 
late — upon my honor fhe can't— cannot have me 
indeed I 

Sir Ca. Upon my honor, you're giving your- 
ielf a great deal of trouble about what doesn't in 
the leaft concern you. Thank Heaven, Sir, you 
are no fon of mine. 

j^libi. Sir Carrots right— this is his young gear 
tlcman, and you are my own dear boy, 

Metb. How do you do, Maftcr Larry ? 

Lar. Eh, why what arc you at Old Lyttleton— 
Ha, ha, ha, the Lie of the Day ? 

Sir Ca. You'll find it a very fcrious truth, Sir, 

Lar. Truth ! I obferv'd a fncer — very odd 
buz about this, at Lady Arable's — but if 'tis fo— 
and my— new old dad gives me the charming 
Sophy 

Jlibi. Mc give ! Didn't you brae to me juft 
now you had her without my permifuon — Where 
is fhe ? 

Lar. I've been upon the hunt, but fink me if 
I can find either her, or Aircourt— Ha, ha, ha ! 
Here they come, 

J/iti. The Captain again! hide that bottle, 
and lock the china cupboard, 

Mcfb. 
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• Mab, Captain ! give mc the botJe, and lock 
us up together. 

J&i/<r AiRcouRT, {in bis dlfguife) and Sophia. 

^ir. Be it known from Belgrade to. Balbrigginj. 
that old gendemen may keep their widows^ for 
this Lady is now the wife of Captain Killmainharn 
Scuromough. 

ji/il^. Your wife! Who are you? 

Air. {In bis own voice) Mr. Alibi, I fuppoj'd, 
from the known venality of your charafter, had I 
made a fair and open demand of your confent, I 
never Ihou'd have gained it— .But, inftead of 2^ 
needy adventurer^ planning fchemes for her for- 
tune, my Sophia ihall prove, that to obtain her 
charming fclf, was the lolc objcA of her aflfeaion- 
ate Aircourt* 

I^r. No, my dear fellow ; Fye tqld hirp you 
took her off for me, 

Jir. And I tell you, my dear fellow, I took her 
off for myfelf—Come, don't be angry, for my 
claim of affeflion was prior to yours. With any 
other motive Vd fcorn to -circumvent ^ frignd, 
but in love, all ftratagem is allqwable. 

^libi. Aircourt! 

Air. Ay, and poor clerk Robin. 

Aim. Here's deception with a vengeance f— 
Mind, her fortune ■« yet in my handis— I'll let you 
know I'm her guardian. 

Sopb. No Sir, you're not — the name for executor, 

in my motlicr's w^l, is Alibi/ Now, as I unc^er- 

N a ftand 
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ftand that your's is Ka^anagh^ we fhall make ydur 
part void by the rpifnomcr. 

AUdi. Here's petticoat pleading ! I muft make 
her a chamber counfcl, and be curs'd to me J 

Lar. Dad ! {to Alibi) You find your fon a ready- 
made gentleman to your hand ! but as I am out 
of finaqce m,y dear feUow— dow^i ^ith the Loyais. 

Alibi, ril down with you, you villain !. 

Larrj. Some money, Sir ? 

Alibi. Money ! Get along, you forcignei: ! D.o. 
you come over here to rob me ? 

Sir Ca. Chearfiilly rcimburfe the four tboyfand 
it has coft me in the training of your foreignePi^ 
and without litigation^ give this lady her for- 
tune, or for your fraud on me, Pll profecute 
you to. beggary — As to acquire riches was the, 
caufe of your crime, let the lofs of them be 
your puniil^ment. You profefTed honefty and 
praclifed law ; now for a change tho' the law Is 
your prpfeffion, let hpnefty be your practice, 

Metb. Sir Carrol, if you can forgive a fuc- 
ccfsful riv^I, I fhall be proud if yoy'llhoporour 
>Ycdding. Daughter Jane ! — Jenny I give you 
leave to afk your friends to fupper, and I 
fhall give orders to Tom the footman, whom I 
have now preferrM to be my butler, to take carq 
of you Alibi, Katty and Maf^er Larry in the 
pantry. 

LaJy y. Sir Carrol, my niothcr defir'd me to 
appligize for not appearing before you,* at leall 
for fome time ; and tho» fhe acknowledges that 
h?r caprice in a certain inftance, (looking ai O^Do- 
novan) has wrong'd you, yet fhe feels herfel^ 
extremely ' drftrefs'd that Metheglin's dbating 

conceit 
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conceit and vanity, have had power to impofe 
on any one a belief fo injurious and difgracefui 
to her. 

JAetb. Eh, what's that? 

L^ J. And as flie has given orders that he 
be difcharge j from her fcrvicc— 

Metb. Heh ! 

Lady J. To convince you (he's in carncft, (he 
begs you'll be obliging enough to provide for 
him in fuch a manner that may fecure her from 
ever being troubled with him any more. 

jiUbi. Tom the footman, now the butler, will 
entertain you with us in the pantry, (jo Me* 
ibeglin) 

Metb. Under her own hand too — ^Very well— . 
flie'll be forry yet — Only if I Ihould marry Fib- 
keep her Ladyfhip from the fifhpond. — After^ — 
White gloves, fattin waiftcoat — ^my brigadier-— 
wig. 

Alibi* YouVe ready drefs'd to— wait at the 
fdeboard. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Ca. I owe Mr. Metheglin many obligati- 
ons for his important difcovery. I (hall not at 
prefent enquire into his motives for it, but my 
** fuccefsFul rival," venture back with me to 
Ireland, and Til make you lord of my wine-ceU 
lar. 

Metb. Will you ? — Sir Carrol, I am your 
humble fervant, and when 1 again think of 
the foft deluding perfidious fex, difcharge me 
from the glorious Qub^n delights of fi[h^ and 
claret. 

Sir Co,. Thec» my new butler, begin your du- 
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ty by ordering us a noWe fupper at the Toy, 
over which^ we'll laugh at the events of the<lay ; 
and yet they have proved, that the eye which fees 
all, directs an unerring hand to give vice the laih, 
and drop on the brow of honor, the blocA^ing 
wreath of unfading happinefs. 



THE BND; 
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EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY THB AUTHOR, 

<fOKBH BY MR. EDWIN TN THE CHARACTER OF ME« 

THEGLIN. 

MASTER Sir Carrol, pray don't make a doubt. 
When Pm your Butler— (/^ aartmn falls) Eh! TheyVo 

Ihut me out ! 
I had a Story, or a fort of Riddle, 
And here Tmleft alone, like «* Fool in th' middle." 
Strange ! that by this Green Curtain dropping down. 
From Hampton-Court, I'm whifk'd to London town. 
My part's not over — pray ring up again. {caUimg behind) 
You won't ? — Oh, ho ! Since I've got here, why then 
I'll lay before the houfe our poor petition. 
To-morrow night this play, by your permiffion. 

How fuch a maggot got into my head ! 
That I, (her Butler) Ihou'd thj Lady wed ! 
When but her Footman as behind I walk'd. 
To me (he often o'er her ihoulder talk'd; 
She'd ftop — " Heigh ho! I'm tired — do, pray ftep on; 
I'll take your arm now, if you pleafe, good John." 
In my new Livery drefs'd — Bag — large Bouquet, 
Her admiration all her looks betray. 
Giving a meilage, my poor heart ihe wins; 
Such looks, down glancing at my portly pins. • 

Then ftepping to her Chariot hung fo high, 
I ftoop'd — pufh'd in the ftep, but dar'd to fpy—-' 
Oh, fuch a foot and ankle! But, alas! 
Slapping the door, I fhiver'd the plate*glafs: 
J fnivel oat» ** Lord, Ma'am, the glafs I've bent ;". 
" Don't cry, poor John, 'twas but an accident.'' 
If this was Love, ye Lovers, Oh, cou'd I 
Let a fweet Lady for her Butler die? 

If 
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If not, fweet Ladies, don't throw out fuch whretters^ 

And then we'll keep our diftance with our betters* 

Now, gentle Sirs, an't mine a fad difafler ? 

A Servant ftill, who thought to be a Matter ! 

Again to Dublin go — my noddle ran on*t, 

I might fometime go over Lord Lieutenant--*- 

No Servants (hall I have, no powder'd Pages; 

For Thoufahds Sall'ry, Five Pounds my Quarter's Wa-« 

ges! 
Not waited on--*Metheglin ilill muft wait! 
No fervice of—no, I muft clean the plate ! 
No, never ihall I draw my fword all bright! 
And bid a drunken Tapfter rife a Knight; 
Make him a Redor who can make me laugh. 
And give a penfion for a paragraph ! 
And yet, ye Gods, I will in fortune's fpite— • 
Ob, what a Bottle I'll uncork to-night! 
And then I'll be myfelf, my bright Decanter, 
When fill'd— that little Fib, how I'll gallant her ! 
To order Supper now I think expedient. 
So Ladies, Gents, Metheglin's your obedient. 
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WmTTIN IT THE AUTHOR. 

IHT£NDBD TO HAVE B»EN SPOKEN BT MISS PONTB- 
NELLB, IN THE CHARACTER OF tOPHlA. 

FOR fcv'n long years I've been a Lawyer's Cierk> 

My ftcps were doubtful, for my ways were dark ; 

I'm ikill'd in £rror» Sham-plea and I^emur* 

Aye, and a notable Conveyancer. 

The fearful Debtor trembled at my nod. 

Full many a Youth this pen hath fent to Quod. 

I han't much time to chatter here to you. 

Yet take a hint of what I mean to do : 

As Sol, from clouds more brightly darts his ray». 

So, long pent up, I'll burft into a blaze. 

V or Drefs, JTon, Life, I've a prodigious paffion« 

I'll make a pretty little Woman of Faihion; 

ftound the gay circle fly my cards about, 
, Sunday I fix on for th' enchanting rout : 

At charming Loo, my company I fee, 
. Or ev'ry heart beats high at dear Piquet. 

To nodding friends, 1*11 in my chariot bob» 

Spiaih up the dirt, and rattle thro' the Mob. 

Or in State Chair, my high head low I i!oop» 

My chin juft popping out between my hoop : 

My fix tall Footmen flrutting on before, 

Knock Flambeaux round, and beat the open door, 
' Mind, I'm a Lady firft, for 'ere I marry. 

My Hal (hall promife that he'll be Sir Harry. 

My pleafures quite in ftile,. all brilliant, gay. 

Yet ftill fo vulgar as to like a play. 

The play-honfe crouded, how we're fqueez'd and tarn* 
bled. 

Box, Stage and Gallery, fuch Jargon jumbled ! 

VOL. III. So 
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So pleafant too, tlie converfation rovnd ye*— 

(i) Arc you there. Jack? (2) Hah, Tom! (3) The 
deoce eonfoand ye ! 

(4) A charming girl that yonder. (5) Lt, what Brutes! 

(6) Is this Seat uken I (f) Dem your dirty boots! 

(8) Were you at Afcot, Ma*am? (9) I go to Races! 

(10) Hey, ihnt the door there! (11) Lady Dumplin's 
places. 

(12) Silence! (13) Book o* Che Songs, Ma'am? (14) 
Ah, fuch nonfenfe ! 

(15) Hifs again. Til knock you down. (16) You! 
(17) 'pon my confcience ! 

(it) Wins Defdemonm, ftories all he tcld her. 

(19) Suddenly tak'n illl (so) Who's Bottle holder ? 

(2t) Hi^! i/Mgs) (22) «' And you to bleTs this charm- 
ing creature." 

(23) Curs'dhot! (24) How cold ! (13) Op'n the Ven- 
tilator! # 

(26) His Lordfhip went this morning. Sir, for Dover. 

(27) A damn'd good-natur'd fellow! (28) Throw him 

over ! 
(29) Take off your Bonnet, Ma'am. (30) He^l (htn 

adore me. 
(ji) I flian't fit down, 'till they fit down afore me< 
(32) What Aft is this ? (33) I drank Tea in Pali-Mall. 
( 34) A brazen Romp that little Fontenelle ! (iell ringi) 
My Clack's cut ihort, for there's the Prompter's bell 
Good night, kind friends, to you, and you, and youT 
Here I cou'd prate for ever, but adieu ! 



} 
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EXPLANATION. 

(i) A Sailor. 

(3) Another Sailor. 

(3) Woman in Gallery. 

(4) Back in the Boxes. 
(^) Lady in Green Boxes, 
(6) Country Gentleman, 
(;) Foppiih Officer. 

(8) Man of the Turf. 

(9) Old Lady. 

(10) Finical Fopf 

(11) Box-keeper, 

(12) Noify Fellow in Shilling Gallery, 
(13^ Fruit Woman, 

(14) Critic 

(15) Iriihman. 

(16) Critic. 

(17) Iriflunan. 

(iS) Citizen's Wife in the Pit. . 
(19) Apologizing Performer f 
(10) Pupil of Humphries, 
(ai) Sailor. 

(22) Carlos in Duenna. 

(23) Fat Citizen in the Pit. 

(24) Bernardo in Hamlet. 

(25) Man in Shilling Gallery. 

(26) Man of Faihion in Side Boxes. 

(27) Drunken Buck in Green Boxes, 
(2S) Man in Shilling Gallery. 
(29) Man in Upper Boxes, 

p 2 (30) Frail 
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EXPLANATION. 

(30) Frail fair in Green Boxes. 

(31) YorWhiraMan. . 

(32) Drunken Man. 

(33) Macaroni. 

(34) A Starch'd Prudo. 
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CZAR PETER, 

IN THREE JCTS. 

'performed at the 
THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN, 

IN 1789. 
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DRJMjtnS PSRSONjE. 



Peter the i&. Czar of Mufcovy, Mr. BAMiiisTia« 

Count Coavtnilu^ Mr. Blanchaed, 

Colonel Lefort, Mr. Johnstonb. 

Commodore Swivel> Mr. Da r let, 

Juftice Applejackj Mr. Qoicc. 

Philip^ Mr. Edwin. 

Slip» «. Mr. EoAir. 

Romadanowfld^ Mr. C. Powblu 

Btlljboaghj Mr. Rock. 

Nib, • Mr. Farlby. 

Ottokefa, Mrs. Billinotok^ 

Mrs. Applejack, Mrs. Mountain, 

£Uen, Mrs. Marttb. 



£cBNBj lAftdmi end IkftfirJU 



Digitized by 



Cooalp 



THE 

CZAR PETER. 



A C T L 

SCENE L 

if room in Colonel LefortV botife, Colonel Li-^ 
FORT difcovtred drawings OttoIlbsa feaUd tm- 
floytd at a lace cujbim. 

TRIO, 

Ottokbsa, 

Tempted by the bird-Ume fpray> 

Clad in leaves of early fpring. 
See the finch her fears betray, 

Hov'ring round on doubtful wing* 

CoL L. Cautious fo, the playful boy» 

To the humming bee draws near« 
With the honey lies his joy. 
In tile fiing his caufe of fear. 

Enter 
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112 THE CZAR PETER. 

Enter Philip hbinJ, objerving Ottokesa and 
Colonel Lefort. 

FbiL Making lace— ruffle nice— genteel pawing. 
To look on — tip-a-toe— pat I creep. 
How I lovie— fqttlnt a bit — maftcr drawing. 
Pretty 'tis— faith I will—take a peep. 

Otu, Lovers feldom make appeal. 

Once the fcnfts can approve. 
The dclufive pafllon feel, 
Reafon foon gives way to lore. 

FbiL {looking <wer Ottokefa) Finger long— ftick a pin— in a 
culh-ion. 
Bobbins fling — idling here — me — they'll fnub, 
{Looking over CoL Lefirt.) Landfcape fine— blackbirds ncft — 
hawthorn bu£h in. 
Arbour green- -where I tiiF— rfyHabub. 

Col L. and Otto. Lovers feldom make appeal. 
Once the fenfes can approve. 
The ddttfivc paflion feel, 

Reafon foon gives way to love. 

Phil Ma*m, Vtn going, have you any thing 
more to order ? 

Otto, You've only to fee about a fenialc fervant 
for me. 

^ PbiL Sir, a beautiful drawing youVe oni {looking 
at it) rU be hang'd if it isn't the dock-yard here 
at Deptford ; ay, this is the flcctch you were at in 
the boat t'other day— there's the Britannia on the 
flocks as natural — and in that flip is the Thunder- 
bolt juft ready for launching. 

CoL L. Go. 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha! Juftice Applejack's garden, 
where I meet his niece EUen. (afidey looking at the 
drawing) Well ma'am 111 bring you home a fmart 

iTiaid. 

Otto. 
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rn 



• OtiOn Phtlipt and defire the watcrmin to let 
me know when he's going to London. 

Phil. Yes, ma'am. [ExiL 

Otto. I've juft finiffi'd my work. 

CoLL. Workt ah ! fitter, what a change of for-b 
tune ! my fall To fudden ! made a colonel thro* 
the favour of the Czar Peter, who then was con« 
tent to fcrve as a fubaltern in my regiment. 

Otio^ Yes, brother 5 but you were rather too 
fevere to put your fovereiga under arrcft, only for 
playing a game at chefs: 

CoL L. He was irregular upon duty^ and thro' the 
iervour of my zeal for military difcipline, in that 
moment I confider'd him not as my (overeign^ 
but my cnfign, and myfelf not as his fubjeft, but 
his commanding officer, I expected his applaufe % 
but he ftruck me. 

Otto. And then you (to the joy of your envious 
enemies) threw his commiffion at his feet. 

Col. L. I did ; degraded by a blow (even from 
the hand of a monarch) I was unworthy to wear 
the livery of a foldier; 

Otto* For which your eftates were confifcated, 
and your life loft, hadn^t we efcaped over here 
to England. 

CoL If difcovered, I expcft no mercy. 

Otto. I Ihould feel rather awkward, if my Dant- 
zick lover Michaelhoff was to fee me in this hum* 
ble fituation— there — Fve done. — (rifes) Let me 
fee how yon go on, ,{looh over him) vaftly well. 

Col. L. Ay, fifter, my early fkill as an engineer, 
and my drawings of fortiBcationsi firft introduced 
me to the Czar's notice i yet TU be content if the 
talent to which I dwed my pad honours can now 
procure me bread. 

vat. in. t OttP^ 
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*• Otto. W* (hall do very well ; Monfieur Dcntcl- 
Ic's, in Taviftock-ftrcct, can^t refufc me ten 
guineas for this lace. 

CoL L. And if the print-feller in Fleet-ftreet, that 
bought my other drawi^gs^ giws me fix guineas 
for thcfc — but 1 can't ko t^ town with them my- 
ielfy on account of this proclamation which the 
Englilh court, in compliment to the fovereign of 
RuflTia, has iffued for apprehending me. 

Waitrman. (without) London^ hoy! 

OttoM The boat's goings adieu ! wifh me fuccefs, 
and pray be cheerful. 

Col. jL. ril give your band-box in charge to the 
waterman. [Edcit nJDitb it. 

Otto. Attention to my brother's untoward af- 
fairs, gives me intervals of relief from the diftrefi 
my mind rhuft otherwife experience in fo long an 
abfcnce from my dear MichaelhofT. 

AIR.— OtTOKESA. 

Ye filver brooks wander ! 
Well pleaftd each meander, 
(Your verdant bounds keepings) 
We trace from the fonrce. 

But into (beams gliding. 
You're loft by dividing, 
(The fond willow weeping,) 
Ye die in your coarfe. 

My joys ! thou fhalt iharc them, 

Thy^riefs ! let me bear them, 
Oh> calm the wild tumults that rife in thy bre^UI, 

Hearts ever delighted. 

By fricndfhip united : 
A fitter's aiFedlion fhall foo'ththe^ to reft. 

{Exit. 
Re-enter 
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Re-enter Col. LiroitT« 

Cel. L. My poor, innocenty amiable After to be 

involved in my misfortunes! {takesafword^ corf* 

Jetp and other armour frim a cbeft.) My only joy 

left now, is to look on thefe, in the refle&ion 

that I was once a foldien 

Enter Commodore Swivel. 
(Col. Lefort baftify covers the armour.) 

Com.S. Servant, Mr. Melzoff; I faw feme 
very good Iketches of your doing at a print 
(hop in Fleet*ftreet« and it's my way, when I 
fee any thing I like, to ferve the man that does 
it. — ^Gather up all your beft drawings, and I'll in- 
troduce you to one^ that will make yobr for- 
tune. 

Col. L. Who, Sir ? 

Qm.S. Only a certain infignificant fellow, 
called Peter, Czar of Mufcovy. 

Col. L. Is the Czar in England > 

(furprtjed and alarmed. 

Com. S^ Indeed be is^ Colonel Lefort. 

Col L. Betray 'd ! but Til not be taken. 
{fnatcbes up a fword and ftands upon bis guard,') 

Com. S. Sir, I am a Commodore in the Navy,^ 
and to betray the unfortunate wbuld be adifgrace 
to a Cabin boy«~Come, hang it, you can^t bear 
malice, for they who have fpirit to refent inju« 
ries, are ever the mod ready to excufe theqi« 

Col. L. The Czar is implacable, and I cannot 
forget. 

Com. S. You (hall forgive and he fhall pardon. 

Ton are the iheet-anchor of his Military Efta* 

p % bliihment 
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blifliment ; breaking from you^ all mn adrift ; 
his dcfigns are good and grea€» hue his Empire 
will never touch at Pert Glory, without Lefort 
at the helm. — Come, cheer up, Colonel; meet 
meat Count Couvaniki's, York Buildings; Vm 
now going there to receive his Highnels. — ^I gua* 
rantee your perfon* 

Cel. L. Yet, tho' vindiftive, the Czar is brave 
and generous i but to purfue me thus, with un- 
relenting animofity ! 

AIR — CoL* Lefort. 

The eolden Monarch of the ikies. 
Behold in Majefty arife. 
Sublime in bright meridian ftate* 
Around diffuiing light and heat ; 
, Bat to do good the God appears. 
More radiant (hines, the more he cheers* 
Unlike the peeviih DeTpot, man. 
The puny tyrant of a fpan. 
The power beftowed to aid and blei«» 
He ufes only to oppreft. 



SCEI^E II. 

A Garden to Applejack's Houfe.^-^a chje arbour^ 
at thi back a wall^ with ajmall door leading to a 
road. 

Enter Afflejack from the Hmfe^ in his cap and^ 
gown. 

Mrs. A. (within) Why Ellen f you Ellen ! 
Apple. Why, Niece j you Ellen! — This niec^ 

of 
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of mine is always doing fomething to offend mjr 
dear wife —Oh, my fpoufe ! my pretty Winny, 
that I fell in love with at firft fight, tho* thea 
fhoiras only a Welch Stra>vberry Girl, running 
to Co vent Garden, with her baiket on her head, 
and her cheeks as red as her own fruit, but fince 
Tve made her a gentlewoman^ (he's fo delicate.— 

Enter Mrs. Applejack. 

Mrs. J. Ellen! (rj/%) 

Jpplg. Stop, wife : hark'ee, Mrs. Applejack, 
An'c 1 a mafter carpenter in his Majefty's Dock- 
yard, here at Deptford ? 

Mrs. A* Yes, my dear. 

AppU. An't I a Juftice of Peace, likewife ! 

Mrs. J. You are a juftice, my dear. 

JppU. Then, when I order my niece to pre- 
pare my breakfaft, give the juftice leave to call 
her without Interruption. 

Mrs. A. So you ihill» my dear. 

AppU. Why you— 

Mrs. A^ Why, you Ellen ! 

Apple* We'll wait no longer — We'll go in and 
breakfaft without her, wife. 

Mrs. A. No, my darling ; as the morning is fo 
mild, we*ll breakfaft out here in the arbour if you 
pleafe. 

Apple. Then walk in and order out the tea 
things. 

Mrs A. No, my dear: You'll walk in, and 
bring them out yourfelf, my fweety, as the maid 
is bnfy. 

Apple. Well, this is fo kind^ to let mc do every 
thing for you, when you know aa.a magiftrate, 
I have fo much bufincfs, what with licenfing Pub- 
licans, 
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licans, reforming manners, and fining fwcarcrs, 
damn mc if I have time to think of any one thing 
)>Dt how to bring in the fees. 

A IR* — Applejack. 

I'm a jolly trading juftice. 

And when a cauie is pendant, 

A bribe ne'er fails. 

To kick the fcales. 
For plaintiff or defendant. 

My public office puff in. ^ 

My elbow chair fit gruff in. 
Rich rogues acquit. 
Poor rogues commit. 

Then fmoke and munch my -mufKn^ 

The fun to fea is jogging. 

Let's hafte to get our grog in, * 

Tho' Luna peep, o'er land or deep. 
Hob-nob, we'll knock the noggin. 

A roaring houfe prefented,^ 

In me this pariih truft is, Ji 

I buliv, cant. 

Nor licence grant, 
Till firft they-.-tip the juflice. 

To punifh wicked fwearers, 
I'm ever briflc and willing. 

Their morals mend. 

When they offend, 
I touch the ** fplendid fliilling." 

Fm a Deptford ovcrfeer> 

And give my men faint Monday, 

I wink at flips, 
' So I have chips. 
To boil my pot on Sunday ; 
I've law for every pallate. 
Let my lord chief o'er haul it. 
My warrant's fine. 
My name to fign, 
I ftamp it with my mallet. 

[ExiS. 
Mrs. J. 
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Mrs^A. Ha, ha, ha! the only advantage for a 
handfome young wonnan, like me, in marrying an 
ugly old man, is to make him my upper fervant, 
and to procure fine clothes and fine pleafures — by 
a fmile and a foft word I've more power over my 
huA>aQd, than all the domineering wives in £ng« 
land. When I make up a good purfe, from the 
folly of my little codger here, I'll back again to 
SnowdeOy and make my own Davy a Wel£^ gea- 
tleman* 

AIR.— Mrs. Applejack. 

I once was a ftrawberry girl from Wales, 

Thro* Hammerfmith trip'd it for three pence a day. 
What Tarnham green millc-maid with yoice and tin pails^ 

Was then half fo Mithefome, fo frolic, and gay ? 
When I'd fav'd of my wages ten (hillings or more. 

Hey, home I went happy, and great as a queen. 
My Davy he fmiled when he opened the door. 

To fee his dear Wiirny at Cluid again. 

Near the brow of high Snowden my Davy did dwell. 

On the green lawn beneath flood his Winnifred's cot. 
His kids (kip'd the craig, my lambs bronz'd the dell ; 

Kids, lambs, Winn, and Davy together foon got. 
For hb wild care in gambols ran downward to meet 

The fong of my heart as I (kim'd o'er the plain. 
And Davy his flagelet tuned up fo fwcct. 

That my lambs ciim'd the deep hill' to hear his foft ilrain. 

My drefs tho* fo homely, each amorous boy 

Would by flattery win a fond place in my bread. 
Clear water gave beauty, contentment gave joy. 

And nature and innocence did all the reft ; 
I laugh'd at the nonfenfe of fmart London beaux. 

They all mifs'd their aim, tho' a knight or an earl. 
For none but my Davy cou'd pluck the fweet rofe. 

That was planted for him by his ftrawberry girl. 



Re enter 
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Re-enter Applejack, with tea*hoard and china. 

Apfle. Here my fweetcft, fet it in the arbour, 

Mrs. A. Lay it there yoiirfclf, and then ftcp 
back for the tea-kettle rny love. 

Apple. Step back for the tea-kettle ! permits 
mc to do tvery thing ! how good ! you remember 
when I was a batchelor^ the ladies gave it up that 
no body was fo fmart at the tea-table, as little 
Billy Applejack. {He advances to the entrance of 
the arhcur^ Yajlzv^ Juddenly rujhes out-^he drops the 
tea- board, &c.) 

Mrs. A. Ah ! {/creams) 
. Apple. The devils in you, why did you pop out 
on a body fo? 

Mrs. A» Hufley, what were you doing there ? 

Ellen^ 1 was liRening to a fong, the fwecteft 
fong! 

Mrs. A. That's not true, for I havn't heard a 
bird this morning. 

Ellen. No, ma'am, 'twas not a bird, but a charm- 
ing little grafs-hoppcr, that had got chirping on 
the violet bank behind the jeffimine. 

Phi. {Singing in the arbour), " Fill me a bowl, a 
mighty, mighty bowl.*' 

Apple. Is that the grafs-hopper ? to my ear it 
founds like a thief — Oh, Ellen — I always give a 
young woman up, that bores her ears, twifts paper 
in her hair, and rubs Qour over her face. 

Efiter Philip from the arbowr, with a large howL 

Phil {fpeaks entering) Here you make great 
fyllabubs, and I muft cat them. {To Ellen). 

Apple. 
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Apple. Sir, thcf e's not the leaft occafion what 
brought you here? 

Phi. {confufed)—i:o to Sir, your health. 

{drinks) 

Mrs. A. Who are you, fellow ? 

'BhiL I am Ma'a'm, my fervice to you. 

{drinks) 

Apple. Oh, if thefe are your replications, foir.e 
body put a few interrog^itories to me. {takes 
the hwl from Philip) Ma*am your health, {to^ 
Ellen) Sir, my fervice to you — {to Philip, drinks) 
Now, whoever you arc, get out of my houfc. 

PhiL I'm not in yourhoufe, I'm in a garden. 

Apple. Quit my buflies, my grafs and my gra- 
vel — and do you hufley, go in. 

Mrs. A. Never (hall Ellen Applejack darken a 
door of mine. 

PhiU Then flie fhall lighten my doors, illumi- 
nate my parlour, fit by my fire-fide, and by the 
powers of matrimony, {he fixall place two pillows 
on a batchelor's bed. 

Apple. Mrs. Applejack, write his commit* 
ment, and I'll fign it. 

Phil Oh, Juftice, I'll commit myfelf to the 
road immediately, {turns towards the door in the 
back) 

Ellen. Why fure, uncle, you won't think of 
turning me out. 

Apple. Think ! I'll do it tho\ 
{Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Applejack into the houfe^Jbut- 
ting the door) 

Ellen. Now Pm left totally upon you. 

PbiU Have they lock'd the door, {looks dif- 
$ncerted) 

Ellen. Oh yes. 

VOL. nx, Q, PbiU 
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Pbil. But there's another d^or in the front of 
the houfe. 

El/en. Don't you fee my auiit has turn'd me 
out for good ? 

PAil. Vm afraid for bad. 

Ellen. Lord, Philip, didn't you fay I was to 
brighten your parlour and poke up your fire ? 

Pbil- Yes ; but my fire is in the flint, and my 
parlour happens to be not built yet. 

Ellen. Didn't you even fwear by the powers of 
matrimony, I was to fleep upon two pillows in 
your bed-chamber ? 

Pbil. For pillows and bed I have not a goofe's 
feather. 

Ellen. Lord ! how you deceiv'd me, Mr. Phi- 
lip, I fee you're a fortune-hunter. 

PbiL Then I have had but curft ill-fport to- 
day. 

Ellen. And havc^ I loft the protection of my 
uncle ? and all for — (weeps) 

Pbil. Love and me; but don't cry, my mif- 
trels is gone to town to difpofc of her work ; 
(he's only a fine lace-maker ; but fweeteft, (he 
has fent me to look out for a young woman to 
attend her — I'll prefer you to the place, and when 
your handfome Philip can mutter up the price of 
a ring. Til marry you. 

DUETT.— Pbilip and Ellen. 

£hil. At cudgels I break a lad's pate on the green. 
But yet I don't bear either malice or fpleen. 
So when with the girls I prattle away. 
Still you have my heart, for 'tis only in play. 
All morning I'll help my dear Nelly to labour. 
At ev'ning we'll trip to the tap of the tabor. 
Ellen, A very fine nofegay from Willy the rake, 
I faid in my bofom Td wear for his fake ; 

But 
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But foon as wc parted, I flung it away, 
As you have my heart, for 'twas only in play. 
All morning I'll help my dear Plulip to labour. 
At evening we'll dance to the tap of the tabor, 
I romp'd t'other evening with Peggy the brown. 
And fwore I'd give Jenny the fair a new gown ; 
Tho' to all the young girls I've fomething to fay. 
Yet you have my heart, for *ps only in play. 
All morning, &c. 

{Exeunt 



SCENE III. 

Count Couvan ski's House* 

Enter Slip and Romadanowski with Ceat and 
Brujhes. 

Slip. Aflc me to brulh coats ! Count Coovan- 
iki's Aid du Camp in the' Held of Venus, the 
carrier ptdgeon of his billet doux ! 

Roma. But I'm de Generaliflimo, de great eagle 
over his houfehold, and if you keep your place 
here Mr. Slip, do as I order you* {gives them to 
Slip icbo lays them on a chair) 

Slip. Here Thomas, bid Anthony, defire Ro- 
bin, to tell Gabriel^ that Henry muft brufli his 
matter's coat* [£v/>. 

Roma. Dat is one fcoundrel, and he's proud 
of it. {feels the pockets of the (o^t and takes out a 
parcel) Blefs my foul ! the very packet of letters 
I gave my mafter three months ago, and he 
hafn't broke open the feal yet ! Ah he is fo taken 
up with his pleafures. 

0.2 Enter 
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Enter Count Cqxjvanski. 

Cou. Oh, Romadanowlki, rvejuftfecn a^t my 
miHners the moft charming girl ?— • 

Roma. But, Sir, dis pacquct from Mofcow, 
has been lying here dis three, niont^ and not 
'Cven dc feal broke open. 

Cou. You read and anfwer it. 

Boma. My Lqr, dey may be a letter here from 
de Czar himfelf. 

Cou. No, he was before that date fet out oa 
his tour of obfervations, fince he quarrel! 'd with 
his favorite engineer, Colonel Leforc, to make 
up for his lofs, he fend$ a fcore of us young Muf- 
covites of quality oyer the civilized parts of Eu* 
rope^ to pick up fcience and mecliaxiics, to em* 
belliCh his rifing city of Petcrfburgh. Ha, ha, ha I 
1 am happy to be fent to dear England, but 
dem mcchanick's — I'U import tafte and plca- 
fure into Mofcow. O charming Engliih women, 
in this Britiih paradife, the ihrub of pleafure is 
my tree of knowledge, and I gather the fweet 
rofe in bloflbm bud and bloom.^ — Ha, ha, ha ! 
how the C:^ar will be furprifed to findmefuch an 
elegant young fellow — D.on't you think his 
Highnefs will ^e wonderfully pl^&d with oae^ 
Eh Romadanowlki ? Ha, ha ! 

Roma. He will indeed, my Lord. 

Cou. I'll plapt fuch a colony of beauties i^ 
Ruffia ! on riiy return the Czar will certainly ex- 
peA my mouth to be fiU'd with foioak, ramparts, 
cables^ baftions and guapowder ; but I hate war, 
Fm not cruel enough to huit any body, nor do 
I like to be hurt myfelf ; na« no, for odious can.- 
noQ let me have the found of a violin^ and when 

I do 
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I do give the word of commacdj let it be, hey, 
ilrike up gentlemen muficians. 

AIR. — Count Couvanskt. 

Come> fwect mafic, foft and mellow* 

Strike oC firft with dear viola 1 
Ah! the dulcet violencello ! 

Rolling, thrilling, melt the foul a« 
Sweep the bow, and prefs the firing. 

Oh ! the noble contra haflb! 
Corao, for bright Dian's chace O, 

Bravo ! bravo ! Da capo, Gods! again. 
Come, fweet m^fic, foft and mellowj 

Again the fweet viola bring 
Gentle Oboe join the ftrain. 
Gay accomplifli'd man of fafhion, 

Form'd for plcafurc, and to plcafc ! 
Soul awak'd to fofteft paffion, 

Nurs'd inelegance and eafe. 

To face the foe and guard the fair. 
To rencontre mon adverfaire. 
Affront, you ma'am! his foul I'll pierce! 
Contre de quatre, contre de tierce. 
For my valour is immenfe. 
That is, when we meet to fence. 
Feinte, demi-circle un, deux, trois, 
here, dem'me, I'pink hioi. Ha, ha, ha! 
To fight or dance, I'm always ready, 
I^ext, to the ball I hand the iady> 
fixSL 1 glide the minuet. 

Then alons, 

Rigadon. 

F^ de cote 

Trip chafse 
Contre temps battu, pas de deux, 
Brifree> jette, affcmblce* 
' With foprano. 

Forte piano, 

Violincello, 

Oboe mellow 

Melt the foul a» 

Sweei viola i 

C6rn» 
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Corno for bright Dian's chace o. 
Then the noble contra baffo. 
Now I'm kind, and now I'm fierce ; 
Now I dance then — quarte and tierce« 
Happy, airy, light and gay. 
Life, I iing, fight, dance away. 

But I mud find out where this girl lives. Slip I 

Enter Slip. 

(/peaks apart to Slip) My milliner's in Taviftock^. 
fireet. Enquire ! my angel was in a white muf« 
lin cloak and green bonnet. 

Slip. FU find her out. Sir, I warrant. [^Exit. 

Roma. But Sifi dis packet bay contain fome 
bills from your agent. 

Cou. £h. Bills, true ! money certainly is con- 
•venient, {cpens the packet^ and takes out a letter) 
Sdtath 1 here's a letter from the Czar, \ wifli I 
had look'd over this before — Let's hear what Pe- 
ter fays, (perufes) ** I fhall be in London myfelf 
the 30th of May.'* 

Roma. Dis very day, 

Cou. Pow ! You fcoundrel, why didn-t you 
makej force me to read thefe letters before? 
Here he'll take me all unprcpar'd. (r»«x ever 
the letter) Oh, confufionl This feems to con- 
tain a number of commands, I was to have ex- 
ecuted, and here I've dope nothing. — As the 
Czar's friendlhip is w^rm to diligence and genius, 
fo his indignation is dreadful, where his orders 
are difobey*d. 

(/f loud knocking without) 
If that fliou'd 

Roma. Stop — me look—I yill fee— {Exit. 

Enter 
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Enter FooTAf an. 

Con. Who's that? fpeak, you rafcal, quick! 
Foot. Why, Sir, he looks like a gentleman^ 
but he — lExit. 

Enter Romadanowski. 

Cou. Who is it ? Speak. 

Roma. Lor, Sir, don't put yourfelf in a Butter, 
he feems a plain fore of a man, come in a hackney 
coach, fays his name is Michaelhoff. 

Cou. Michael hoflF! I don't recolledl any pcrfon 
of the name — burn the fellow ! why did he come 
with fuch a thunder at the door ? Every knock 
now alarms me; fome beggarly petitioner I fup* 
pofe, if foj [give him a guinea^ and fhove him 
out of doors. l^Exit Roma. 

Cou. I muft try to recover my ipirits. {{akes a , 
guitar and dances) 

Enter the Czar and Romadanowsici. 

Rimia'. But I tell you, he canuot fpeak to any 
one dat 

Cou. Eh ! what's all this ? People dare to m« 
trade. The Czar ! confufion 1 {afide) Your Ma- 
Jefty's moll faithful — (kneels) 

Czar. My dear Couvanlki, Pm very gla4 to 
fee you. (Roma/neaks off, the Czar offers bis hand 
to Couvatjjkii who rijes) But, pray forget my M a- 
jcfty now — To purfue the defign which brought 
me from Kuflia with more freedom, I have left 
roy fovereignty behind, and have hitherto tra- 
vcU'd, not as Peter Alexiowitz Czar of Mufcory ; 

but 
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but plain Mr. MichaelhofF, a private gentleman In 
my own Ambaflador's train. 

Cou. Sir, this honor is fo unexpefted 

Czar. Unexpeded ! Didn't you receive my 
letters? 

Cou* Oh, yes, Sir } but never yet read one of 
them, {ajide) 

Czar. Well, the variety of commilfions thofc 
letters fet you upon, gave you full employment 
fince. 

Cou. None, but what was tranfcendantly re- 
paid by fulfilling your Majefty's commands* 
\bows) But what they were, choak me if I know. 
iajide) 

Czar. Ob, then you've done every thing, all is 
prepared for me ? 

Cm. Yes, Sir, every thing. If I confeis my 
negligence Tm ruined, {ajide) 

Czar. In the houfe you've taken for me, I 
don't mind fize, or even convenience, if it's near 
the lituation I mention'd. 

Cou. Then, Sir, it is exadly. — He'd have 
it near St. James's I fuppofe. (afide) 

Czar. Has it a door of communication with 
the yard ? 

Cou. Juft in Cleveland-lRow — ^looks into the 
Stable-yard 

C±ar. Stable-yard ! The wcrcjs of the letter 
were, take a fmall houfe near the Dock-yard at 
Deptford. You know, to acquire a compleat 
knowledge of the Britifli method of Ship-build* 
ing, is my principal motive for coming to £ng« 
mid. 
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Cou. Was it faith, then that's the track I muft 
follow, {ajide) 

Czar. Therefore Deptford wa s 

Cou. The firft place ia the world for your pur- 
pofe. 

Czar. Then the boufe— — 

Cou. Oh, true. Sir — that houfe — but I thought 
you aik'd me about the houfe — that was— *an« 
other I mean— ^In the town — for chinking your 
majcfty fhould have one in Town too — I took— 
do you like it ? {looking rmnd) 

Czar. What? 

Cou. Ha, ha, ha ! your Highne fs is this mo^ 
ment in your own houfe and don't know it. 

Czar. How ! 

Cou. Why, this is yow's, fitted up for your 
Majefty*s reception—— 

Czar. But, I thought my letter informed you, 
that the Englifli Court bad complimented me 
with apartments in Somerfet hoiife. 

Cou. Oh, true, Sir — that to be fure, Somerfet- 
houfe is a very fine building, and as your paffioa 
is fhips and fuch things, there you'll from your 
back window, have a delicate view of the charm- 
ing Oars, Sculs, and Coallighters. — Cerrainly 
'twas pretty of the King to lend — but my regard 
for your dignity — would not fuSer me — 1 wiih'd 
you to be as liule obliged as poilible from the 
prince to the peafant, nothing's like a neap's 
own roof. 

Czan And pray, did you ? 

Cou. I did, my Lord. 

Czar. What? 

Cou. Sir, that — the— every thing your Ma- 
jefty wifh'd to have done or undone.—-! fliall ne- 
ver hold out in anfwers. {afide) 

VOL. III. R Czar 
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Czar. The letter I inclos'd, how did Commo* 
dore Swivel receive you ? 

Cou. {afide) N(jw, who the devil's he ? — Sir, 
he received me like a man of honor, as he is. 

Czar. I fuppofc then, as I dcfircd^ he took 
you the round of Woolwich, Porifmouth, Ply* 
mouth and Chatham. Come, give me a full 
and clear account of thofe places, the date of tho 
Britifh Navy. 

Cou. Lord, I know no more about a Navy— 
{cjide) 

Czar. I had hopes of the Commodore mtro-» 
ducing me to the feveral Dockyards, bqt the 
Ncwfpapers fay, he's now cruiling in the Chan- 
nel. 

Cou. Is he ? — Then I may venture a ftretch 
here, {afide) 

Czar. But, as he efcorted you, you can in- 
form me of all 1 wilh to know. 

Cou. Certainly, Sir j the Commodore is a good- 
natur'd fellow, he wou*d have brought me every 
where ; but I found this Leader of Fleets, com-* 
manded by two old Women stnd an Apothecary 
—from head to great toe t\\athed in flannel-^ 
the Gout. 

Enter Footmam. 

Foot. Sir, Commodore Swivel. [£x//C 

Cou. Eh ! What (hall I do now ? 

Enter Commodore Swivel. 

Owr, My dear Commodore, I rejoice to fte 
you out of the hands of the two old women. Ha! 
Com. Old women, your Highncfs ! 

Osu. 
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Cou. I muft brazen it out. (afide) Ha 1 my old 
'Triton ! happy am I to fee you again abroad and 
well. (Jhakes Commodore by the band) 1 hope I 
havn't hurt your poor dear Fingers. 

Czar. Well, you've been fighting the Spaniards. 

Com. Demolifti'd only feven teen Galleons, ha, 
tia, ha ! fo civil of the Dons to fail all the way 
to Peru only to bring Dollars for our Jacks to 
knock about the ilreets of London. 

AIR. — Commodore Swivel. 

Royal orders given for failing. 
Sailors ne'er in duty failings 
Round St. ilelens boldly bearing, 
Albion's coaft proud Spaniard daring> 

Politely pops a fmart falute. 
He fafpefts our wifh to flog him. 
Crouds his rags> in wake we dog him | 
With hifi ftern chace guns he galls us, 
Rakiiig fore and aft he mauls us: 

Kolling billows bring us clofe. 

Of my iroii pills a dofe 

Rapt in fmJak, 1 fend him 

To mend hiixi. 
Thus a moment Urike him mute. 
Now the Throat oi battle roaring ! 
Show'rs of Bullets pelting^ pouring ! 
Captain's Sword in hand comn\anding. 
To the knees in Carnage (landing ; 

Life for life, the fierce diipute* 

Cannon loud 'gainft Cannon ranting i 

At his gun, poor Jack fee panting ; 

As to lip he lifts the Toddy, 

Off flies head, and down drops body : 

Seas of drink are thine, poor Jack ! 

Main-mads fall, knocks coming harder. 

Fillips prove to Britifh ardor. 

Boom and Bowfprit fnap like fapling. 

She'd iheer off, all hands for grappling i 

R 2 Now 
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Now the Crew with one accord* 
Piflol, CutUfs, fjpring on board ; 

Firing! imafhing! 

Cutting! dafhing 
Mifericorde! ah! round the Clack! 
She's a log upon the water. 
Pity ftays the fword of flaughter ; 
When the foe (hall fall beneath it, 
Britiih mercy then can fiieath it : 

Glory led to the attack. 

Czar. My dear Commodore, I'm all impatience 
to fee your whole procefs of Ship-building. 

Com. Hoiit your flag, I obey fignal. 

Czar^ Count, you immediately repair to Chat- 
ham— 

Cou. To Chatham ! with the greateft pleafure. 
Sir.— -S'death I fliall mifs the gtii. (qfide) 

Com. Get under weigh, Fll gire you a line of 
iBtroduAion. 

Cou. I thank you my dear Admiral, I with to 
my foul you were on a Dolphin's back, (ajide) 

Czar. And in the way, call at the houfe you've 
taken for me at Deptford. 

Cou. Yes, Sir. — The Devil a houfe Tve taken 
for you. — Poft oflF for Chatham, and my foul 
with the pretty girl in Tavifiock-ftreet! {q/ide) 
I (hall order my horfes, and go. diredly; I 
wou'dti't negle£t the fmalleft iota of your Majef* 
ty's affairs. Your Highneffes moft obedient 
fldve. ^ [Exit. 

Com. Ha, ha^ ha ! Can this be the young 
Count your Highnefs thought to turn into a (at^ 
lor or a fbldier. 

Czar. I fear I've mifiook his difpofition, or 
he muft have gone to the wrong fchools for im^ 
prcvement. Inftead of the ingenious gallant 
young foiJier 1 expeded, I Bnd a toying infigni- 

fica&t 
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ficant {huffier. He*s the only fon of Gallitzin, 
the worthy preceptor of my early youth, and but 
for the grateful affedion I owe the father, Td fe- 
verely punifh this young man, for the mifappli- 
cation he feems to have made of his time here ia 
England. — But the plans of the feveral forti« 
cations I wrote to you about ? 

C(fm. Hav^nt you brought your engineer Co- 
lonel Lefort with you. Sir ? 

Czar. No. I rais'd him from my foot to my 
heart; he grew arrogant and ungrateful, an ia- 
fult he gave me his life ihall anfwer for. 

Com. If I can but lalh their hearts together 
again, {qfide) 1 know a young man of geniXis, a 
moil excellent engineer. 

Czar. And in what fituation is he? 

Com. Little better than ftarving at Deptford* 

Czar. Every reward ihall await him, if his me- 
rit anfwefs your recommendatioui fend him to m€« 

Com. You (hall fee his works, and if you ap* 
prove of them you (hall fee himfelf^ 

Czar. With fuch a man in my fervice, I may 
purfue ffty vengeance on Lefort— -That divides 
my foul with the defire to find my divine Otto- 
kefa, and the future glory of my Empire. For, 
(cou'd you think it, my friend?) the inflex^ 
ible Peter, Arbiter of the rough north is the 
Have of a woman ^ infpired with the maritime 
genius of thefe iflanders, a fpark from a radiant 
eye lights in my heart the flame of glory. 

AIR.— Czar. 

The night comes on without a ilar ; 
Hoarfe murmurs from the main afar 

A wara* 
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A warning fend : 
And as her threats increafe* 
In humble fuit for peace. 
To kifs the angry wave, behold the lofty main-ma^ 
bend; 
A ftorm ! the roaring winds proclaim. 
The Herald's voice in thunder drown'd; 
The torrents pour, and fheets of flame 
O'er fpread the dreadful profpedl round ! 

The Ship unruly fcorns command. 
And quaffs whole feas of brine ; 

The tiller flies the Coxfwain's hand. 
In one univerfal wreck the elements combine^ 
Be ikies of Teas, and feas of fkies afraid. 
The galant Tar alone flands undifmay'd ; 
Nor beats his heart amidfl the general roar. 
But for the lovely maid he left on fliore. 

[Exit. 



SCENE IV. 

^ rural view before Lefort*s houfe. 
KnUr Philip andEhix^ over ajiyle. 

TbiL Yes, Nelly, there's our^ houfc — we fliall 
live in a cottage on love, if my miitt efs will hire 
you — But Nelly, you muftn't get leering at any 
of our country lads here, nor any of the London 
Iparks, that come out a fowling and hunting. 

Ellen. A pretty girl, like me, is fporcfman's 
true game, my gay whipper-in — 

Phil. No, in that cafe, I'll be a gay whipper* 
out, my dear dee. 

Ellen. Ha, ha, ha I 

AIR. 
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AIR*. — Ellen. 

Bold Chanticleer proclaims th£ dawn» 

And fpangles deck the thorn ; 
The lowing herds forfake the bawn. 

The Lark fprings from the Corn. 
Dogs, Hunters ronnd the window throng* 

Fleet Ringwood leads the cry ; 
Arife ! the burthen of their fong. 

This day a DcSr muft die. 

With a Hey, ho, chivy! 

Hark forward tantivy ! , 

The Cordial takes it's merry round, , 

The laugh and joke prevail; 
The Huntfman blows a jovial found. 

The Dogs fnuff up the Gale. 
The upland-winds they fweep along. 

O'er fields, thro* brakes they fly; 
The Game is rous'd, too true the Song, 
This day a Deer muft die. 

With a hey, ho, chivy ! 
Hark forward tantivy ! 

Poor ftag ! the dogs, thy haunches gore. 

The tears run down thy face. 
The hunter's pleafure is no more^ ' 

His joys were in the chace. 
Alike the fportfmcn of the town. 

The virgin game in view. 
Are full content to run us down. 

Then we in turn purfue. 

With our hey, ho, chivy ! 
Hark forward, tantivy ! 

Enter Ottokesa, with a kand-box. 

Otto. How danger and fatigue endear our home ! 
Had the tide Icrv'd, to have returned by water— 

« Left by miftake it ftiou'd be imagined, that other than 
the Author's genuine compofitions make any part of this col« 
ledlion, it is neceiTary here to obferve, that the firft Stanza's 
of this Song is introduced in other Pieces by the Performers 
with the words '* Old ToAler" fubftituted in place of the 
original *' fleet Ringwood", 

tho* 
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tho* I Ihou'dn't have been tired walking, cou'd I 
have come the direct path; but I was obliged to 
make the way three times as long, to elude the 
man that I perceiv'd following me — I'm fure he 
was fet oo by the gentleman I (aw at the milliners. 

Pbil. Mils, Tve brought you home a new maid. 

Ellen. And pleafe you, Mifs, hearing by Philip—. 

Pbil. Yes, I told her all that — if this Ellen's in 
the houfe with me, I iha'n't go rambling, as we're 
about entering into the date of matrimony. 

O//^. Oh, then, this is the young woman you 
mentioned, well, Philip, if your Ellen's company 
can make you happier^ in the name of love, [ 
have no objection. [^Exit into the bouje. 

Slip appears at tbejide^ 

Slip, Then its here flie lives, {looking after OttO'* 
kefa) fhe has led me a rare chace, 

Ellen. Lord, how that gentleman looks at me. 
{She wbifpers Pbilip, and points to Slip, Philip looks 
at^ then Jl ruts up to him, takes Ellen by the hand^ and' 
dif plays her to 6 lip.) 

Phil. Then you think (he is ? I'm of the fame 
opinion. 
{Ellen makes a formal curtfy^ and laughs^ Philip 

bows and laughs^ then leads Ellen into the houfe. 

Slip. {Looking out) Can that be my maUcr! 
on horfeback ! now, except he has had a glimpfe 
of her too, what can have brought him out here 
on the Greenwich road? He fees me, and dif- 
mounts. 

Cou. {IFithout) Walk the horfcs gently. 

Enter Count Couvanski. 

So, Sir, I order you to go to Taviftock ftreer^ 
and here I find you almoft at Blackheath — What 
do vou mean by this conduft ? 

Slip. 
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Slip. There, {points to the bciffe) 

Cou. The girl 7 (/» a low tone) 

Slip. In that houfe; her home too. 

Cou. But are you fure it's fhc I fpokc to at the 
milliner's. 

Slip. She's in the garden i you may have a fight 
of her over the hedge. \Tbey retire. 

Enter Col- Lefort, from tbehoiife^ {looks round.) 

CoL L. My fitter (hall go no more to town by 
hcrfclf — that gentleman's purpolc in fpeaking to 
her, muft have been moft difhonorable. Philip I 
{calls at the door.) 

Phil. {Within) Coming, Sir. 

CoL L. Should the Comoiodore's eflForts to re- 
concile the Czar and me, prove unfuccefsful, Imuft 
fall in the attempt — therefore I'll make up what 
money I can of my drawings, and get firom this 
houfe as foon as poflible — Cruel fortune ! The 
Czar that now purfues my life, was once my 
friend. 

AIR. — CoL. Lefort. 

Ah, what anguifh rends the mind, 

l£ the torch of friendship dies ; 
When we prove a friend unkind. 
Cruel doubts and fears arife. 

Fears, ourfelves have been to blame* 
Doubt 'twas but a fancied flame. 

Take me, regions wild and drear, 
{^ From a faithlefs world I go ; 

Where no found fliall meet my ear. 
But the Elk that pads the fnow. 

While we fhare the beaming ilorm. 
His poor breath may keep me warm/ 

VOX.. III. s Enter 
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Enter Philip, with a /mall Port''Folia0 

Phil. Here am I, Sir. 

Col. L. Well, you know you're to go with 
thofe to the print-lcller's in Flcct-ftrccu 

PbL And whatever he gives me for them— 

Col. L. You're to take. 

Pit. Mayn't I take any more ? Oh well, I 
won't take Icfs. Yonder, Sir, is the fine gentle- 
man's horfes I told you of. {points out) 

Col. L. There may be fqpie other defign befides 
that on my fitter — I don't think I can be eafily 
recognizM — Pll venture to reconnoitre a little. 

{Exit. 

Phil. {Calls after Col. Lefort) Oh, Sir, Sir, I met 
Commodore Swivel on the road ; he alk'd after 
you. — I'll fee if the view of the Dcptford Dock 
Yard is here, I love to look at it. {Opens the 
Port-Folio^ and turns over the drawings) 

Re enter Couvanski and Slip, behind. 

Cou. Yes, Vis the very cherubim, (ajide) 

Slip. That fellow belongs to her. {apart) 

Cou^ He may give me foine information. 

Phil. Aye, here it is ! {takes a drawing from the 
fort- folio,) Lord! How handfome! Ha, ha, ha( 
I'll be hang'd, had I money, if I wouldn't I'd 
buy it mvfelf, if only for Juftice Applejacjc's gar- 
den, and my fwect Elkn's honey fuckle arbour— 
Ha, ha, ha ! {rolls it up) 

{Cowvanjki and Slip advance.'^ 

Cou. Servant, Sir. 

Phi. How do you do. Sir? 

Sltp. Moll obedient. Sir. ' 

Phil. 
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Phi. Ah ! arc you there again, Nelly ? {winks 
M Slip) Ha, ha, hal 

Cou. Good drawings-— ^(^^^j into the port folio.) 

Phi. Perhaps this chap would buy them, and 
lave me the tramp to town — feems an afs in prof- 
perity. {ajide) 

Cou. Drawn by you ? 

phi, I may as well take the credit of them— 
Ha, ha, ha! And do you really think them fo 
very beautiful. 

Cou. Clever ! very clever ! 

Phi. Oh,. Sir, you flatter my poor abilities. 

Cou. Then *twas you drew them ? 

Phi. Yes, Sir, 

Slip. She mention'd at the milliners, a brother 
of her's that draws very well, {apart to Couvanjki) 

Cou. Then this muft be he, between them little 
likenefs in perfon or manners, {ajide) What have 
you got there ? {points to the drawing Philip has 
in his hand.) 

Phil. He flian't have th\^—{a/tde) Oh, Sir, 
it's only a fcribbled, dawb'd thing. 

Cou. Letk fee. 

Phil. 'Tis not worth your feeing. {Slipjud- 
denly fnatches it out of Philip's hand, and gives it to 
Cowvanjki.) 

Cou. {Looking at it) That a clod (hould be fuch 
a proficient in this elegant art. {aJide) 

Slip. Why, Sir, that's the Dock Yard here at 
Dcptford. 

G?«, It is.r--This furnilhes a thought, {aftde) a 
plan of our naval magazine ! This villain's a fpy. 

Phil. Who me ? 

{Couvanjki wbifpers Slip, who goes off.) 
Cou. You're employ'd by the enemies of your coun- 
try, to give them intelligence of it'^ naval ftrength.' 

s 2 Phil. 
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Phi. Oh, me ! my Lord ! 'Twasn't I dia them 
— I was only joking — Ha, ha, ha ! {terrified) Vm 
fo merry, I'm always joking. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Enter Stj?9 Balllybough, tf»i Footman. 

Ccu. Take him before the next juftice. 

Pbit. Oh, lord, that's Juftice Applejack, he'll 
hang me for fpite tHat IVe got his niece, (afide, 
and terrifed) 

Cou. Confefs: Are you not afpy? 

Phi. Not I. 

Cou. Didn't you go into the Dock Yard, and 
hide with finifter intentions. 

Phi/. I never hide the Minifter's intentions ! 

CdU. Own youVe been a Ipy there. 

Phi. I confefs I did take a great delight in fpy- 
ing. 

au. What ? Speak ! 

Phil. The fine wooden Ladies at the heads of 
the (hips. 

Cou. For wbjch you'll certainly be hang'd. 

PbiL Indeed the cunning old woman yefterday 
in the Dock Yard, bid me take care of the rope, 
when i tumbled over a cable. 

Cou. Take him along. 

Phi. Help ! Murder ! Nelly ! Ellen ! {{be fooU 
men force him off.) 

Cou. Here, Slip ! Give thefe twenty guineas to 
the Juftice, and tell him it's only a frolic of a 
man of quality, to frighten this fimpltfton. {gives 
money to Slip) Now for my charming girl. 

\Exit into the bou/e. 

Slip. Thefe twenty guineas (hall b.e my fliare of 
the frolic. lExit. 

Enter 
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Enter Col. Lefort, at the fide. 

Co/. I. 'What tumult is this ? Is that Philip 
they're taking yonder? What can the poor fellow 
have done to defcrve— But it may be a trap fet 
for me — No matter for my own fafcty ; as my fer- 
vant, he's under my proteftion, and he fha'n't 
be ufcd ill if I can prevent it. {Exit. 



SCENE V- 

Infidc of CoL. Lefort's. 

Enter Ottokesa. 

Otto. Now I'm Mt^ and under our own rorf, 
I could almoft laugh at myfclf for the fright that 
infolent man put me into, and yet his m^er 
fcem'd a gentleman — cruel to invade the folitudc 
of our poor retreat, where hope of content makes 
our fum of happinefs. 

AIR. — Ottokesa.' 

Oh, come fweet gentle peace of mind. 

That ever flies the buzzing throng. 
In calm fequefler'd fcenes J'U find. 

And hear thee in the linnet^s fong; 
Thou canft enjoy the walk at eve, ^ 

On river's banks thoa lovefl to rove. 
Wit, wine, and courts, ah, wilt thou leave. 

To meet poor me in yonder grove ? 

Without thee, fpring looks blithe in vain. 
In vain gay fummer clothes the year. 

Or autumn waves her golden grain. 
Or blazing hearth's cold winter chear ; 

With 
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With thee the poor have endlefs wealth, 
Thoa canft tne flaves hard chains unbind. 

With thee the fick can fancy health. 
Oh, come Tweet gentle peace of mind. 

Enter Ellen baftily^ and frightened. 

Ellen. Oh, ma^am! 

Otto. What's the matter ? 

Ellen. Do you really think they can hang him 
for it ? 

OttQ. Who ? heavens ! my brother ! if he is dif- 
covered, I tremble for his life, {ajide and agitated) 

Ellen. If this face of mine (hould be the caufc 
of a man's death, Vl\ never forgive myfclf— thq 
two wicked wretches feized my poor lad, all along 
from jcaloufy of mcj and if here isn't the other 
come in after me. Oh, don't tell him. {Runs 
off) 

Otto. The fame that fpokc to me at the mil- 
liner's. 

Enter Count Couvanski. 

Cou. Here flie is and alohe — Couvanflci, you're a 
happy fellow ! 

O/to. My wretched brother ! 

Cou. This throws her into my arms, {aftde) 
My charming girl ! I faw the officers take your 
bi other away j but tho' by the law of nations his 
life is forfeit, yet I ftake my foul, that thro' my in- 
tercft with certain perfons in power, I procure his 
pardon, if you confenr, my angci, to — make me 
happy. 

Otto. Ah, Lefort ! now does your poor Otto- 
keU feel (he has loft your proteftion. {aftde) Sir, 
1 thank you for yoyr very generous concern, and 

entcnaiu 
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entertain a due fenfe of your very honourable mo- 
tives, but wouldn't have you wafte your intcrcft in 
a hopelefs caufc, for be aflured, this unhappy pri- 
foner, deftitute as he is of friends and comfort, 
would fcorn even life, if purchafed with infamy. 

TRIO. 

Otto, Ah! how diftrefs'd! go, I defire it — 

Cfi«. Par votre mcpris ! you do mc wrong my dear. 

Enter Commodore Swivel. 

Com. My pretty pink, what cheer ! 

,Hey I what's here a pirate ? 
Otto! Tears flow and bring relief, 

C7o«. Such beauty in her grief. 

Com. ril fet you foon afloat. {To Otta.) 

Sheer off young jolly boat. {To Cou,) 
Cou. Gad! if you tcH the Czar, (TflC^w.) ; 

*Pon life, I'm furc undone, 
A twinkle from this ftar, 
I'm in a twinkle gone. 
Otto, Let fortune never ftiew. 

Her ojpen hand to me. 
When gifts Ihe can beftow. 
Upon a wretch like thce- 
Com. If at this fwan you rife. 

My dainty filh, you're out. 
Go, bite at gilded flies. 
My little falmon trout. 
Otto. Ah, hbwdiftrefs'dl &c. 

[Exeunt. 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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I 



ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

A Room in Col* Lefort's fhufe. 

{A trunk $fen — wometCs chathsy laying on a chair.) 

Enter Ottokesa, agitated. 

Otto, {looking at the cloatbs) 

AY; here my poor Brother was preparing for 
ourflightjuft as he was apprehended. -^To go to 
him, without the hopes of his releafe, the fight of 
xne muft only add to his diftrefs. 

£«/tfr Ellen, 

Ellen. Oh, ma'aotj ma'ami he has got out of 
their clutches. 

Qtto. Where is he ? 

Ellen.^ 
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tlllen. Yonder, Ma'am, he comes capering and 
halloing along the road. 

Otto. His misfortunes muft have had an efieft 
upon his mind. 

Ellen. Here he is, ^a'am* 

Enttr Philip* 

jPhi. Oh ! how happy I be ! 

Ellen. My dearcft ! {Ellen and Philip embrace^. 

Otto. Where's your Mafter f 

Phi. They have him faft enough— Yet it 
griev'd me to leave my poor Mailer in the 
fcrape, being, he was fo generous to take all the 
harm upon hiqtifelf. 

Otto, Why Ellen, didn't you fay my brother 
was releafed ? 

ElUn. Philip, tell Mifs how it was. 

Phi. Then, Ma'am as I was going— 

Otto. You! I meant your matter — Their igno- 
rant miftakes but increafe my perplexity — If in- 
tereft could be made with the Czar, by Mr. DeQ« 
telles account, nobody now ftands fo high in his 
favor as a Count Couvanfki. I never faw this gen- 
tleman, but he has the character, tho' volatile of 
having a humane heart, I'll inftantly apply to him. 
Oh ! for an *AngeIs incerceffion to move the Czar 
to clemency ! * [Ellen and Philip retire. 

What viciflitudes of fortune chequer the life of 
my poor brother ! Yet why repine ? We may 
yet be happy, and the gloom of Winter prepares 
us for the genial Spring. 

AIR. — ^Ottokesa. » 

Without viciflitudes, that give 

To ev'ry fenfe it's taftc reiin*d, 
'Tis but to languish, not to live 
On beds of rofes tho' redin'd. 
VOL. xzi. T See 
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See the flocks bound the new born Sprinf to meef! 

Hark ! how the Birds her infant beauties greet. 
In this, the joy her bloflbms bring 
Sweet Summer *s pronif *d by the Spring. 

Bright hours we've koowii tho' now forlorn 
Then why kind providence upbraid? 

At beft life's but an April mora 

Poflefs'd in turns oy light and ihade. 

[Exif. 

Philif advances. 

Phi. Mafter noc at home — ^all the truDk$ open 
A^now other fervants would cake advantage of this 
and ranfack and rummage — (faies out if a cke^ 
izregimtntal coat) how grand! they that fcem fo 
poor too, to have thefe, and walk about in a drab 
coat and thread fiockings; Nelly defpifes me, 
fince that booted beau made love to her — but in 
fine feathers, ha ! ha ! ba ! If ihe was to fee me 
til this coat^ I fufped her fong would be, Philip, 
my boy, you're as fine a bird» as any other Mac« 
caw, he I he ! he ! The houfe all to ourfelves, 
I will— yes, I will— . 

[Takts the Qoaths and Exit. 

Enter Ellek. 

Ellen. So miftrefs is gone for Town again — lord 
how {he has thrown all the dochs about ; cab this 
be -a cap? (takes an elegant bead-drejs) Aunt 
and Uncle wou'd never let me go to Town to view 
the ladies go to Court, or I flioud'nt be fo fur- 
priz'd at every new finery I fee — ^feathers ! beau- 
tiful ! then ladies make their heads grand with 
what was once the tail of a great bird {futs 

it 
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^if) He, he, he ! Now woud'a't Philip think me 
fome ftrange fowl or other ; dear, what's this ? 
A fine beau Banian ! Ha, ha, ha ! (puts it on) 
I wiih I had a fwafli (kois in the ghfi) Can 
that be me ? How do thefe fine ladies — Let me 
pra&ice gentility — ^I ftep back ; muft take care 
not to tread on my thing-em*derry, or down 
I come — Precious ! If that gay gentleman was 
but to fee me now, 

AIR— Ellbk« 

Fine ladies are accQunted fair 

Becaofe trick'd out in fatins^ 
I've trick and fancy whim and air 

Altho' I trot in pattens ; 
I fneer and giggle, ftammer, glide, 

Coqnet with dear flirtation 
And want of breeding I can hide 

With pretty affectation 
State-chair, ril look fo well in. 
Hey ! fwinging, wag a taffel 
Ho ! mnky heart throb-o 
Bounce ! 
Flonnce ! 
Nod«dy, bobbo 
Peeping, 
Sweeping, 
* Duckin|(, bridling. 
Blinking, 
Winking, 
' Swimming-iidiing, 

Rackit, 
Clackit, 
Hoop up, whip it. 
Silks rnftling. 
Footmen bulling, 
Rattoo, tattle, npftairs tripit. 
Room there, for my Lady Helen. 

T a My 
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My teeth arc white, my eyes are bright, ' r' 

My hair as black as coal is» 
My hands are neat, and very ftrait. 

My leg upon my foul is. 
With teeth and eyes, to charm, furprize, 

I ogle and tee-hee it, 
BQt, for my leg, the' King's fhou'd beg; 

No, hang me if the v fee it. 

State-chair Pll look fo well in, &q. 

Vm nature's work, nor wool, nor cork. 

Nor alabafter baby, » 

Until I wed, I'll be a maid. 

That foon a wife, I may be ; 
For this here lace, I think my face. 

La ! looks fo monftrous well in. 
In feather^ fine, I'm quite divine. 

Poor Nelly's now a Helen. 

State -chair I'll look fo well in, Set. 

Enter Ballybough« 

Sal. I am not certain that this is the hoiife ; 
but I think Td take my oath of it^ — ^Oh, pray 
ma'am, wasn't it from here a young man was 
fcnt to jail about 

Ellen. About a young woman ? 

BaL By my word you've bit it. — That mafter 
has a months mind to 

Ellen. Oh, that had him dragged away, and 
then run in after the young woman ? 

Bal. Arrah ! faith ! you know all about it — 
She's a very pretty girl. 
t Ellen. He, he, he ! Oh, Sir, you flatter me. 

BaL I flatter you ! then for what ? Now, then, 
furc you can't be the very creature?— ^ Well, lit- 
tle Bally bough, you're not a lucky fellow ; and 
1 hav'nt a dawny bit of a letter for you here ? 
and that'b not it ? ' 

Elleft. 
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EiUn. Lord, what do you want, man i 

BaL Hold your tongue, and read it. 

( gives a letter. 

Ellen. Oh! upon my honour — lord, its* very 
pretty. 

(turns it rounds looks at the feaU and puts it in 
ber pocket) 

Bal. But you'll fend an anfwer ? 

Ellen. Anlwcr ! Give my compliments to the 
gentleman, and tell him, Tm very much oblig'd 
to him. 

Bal. Well, faith, that's civil enough, and de- 
cent, and pretty i but, we filly people in Ireland, 
when we receive a letter, have a foolifh cuftona 
of reading it, and writing a written anfwer. 

Ellen. Oh, lord ! what fliall I do ? J can't 
read written hand ; if I had Nib, my uncles 
clerk here, {afide) Do you know what's written 
in it ? ' 

Bal. Faith, and how Ihou'd I except the paper 
was glafs. 

Blen. {feems toread) *' Dear Nelly, this comes 
to let you know, that all here arc in good health 
as I am at prefcnt, thanks be to heaven." 

Bal. Matter's grown very devout, {qfide) 

Ellen. *' No more, as the poll is going out.*' 

Bal. I never knowed before as 1 was a poft. 

(qfide. 

Ellen. " I am your humble fervant 'till death.** 

Bal. Why, MiTs, you've the letter up-fidc 
down; he. he, he I 

Ellen. O lord ! — I wifli your mailer had taught 
you better manners, you bumpkin i Talk to 
me of up-fide down ! But it's the way of thefc 
low folks^ that can neither read nor write them- 

felver^ 
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/elves, to envy and interrupt people wlio have a 
little learning. 

Bal. Yes but Mifs, I can read, write, and 
cypher. 

Ellen. Fm glad of it, I may get to bear 
that's in it. {afide) You read ! I believe no 
fuch thing.*— Now, there's your mafter'i letter ; 
that was an old one of my own ; now, 1*11 lay 
any wager you can't read even that. — I long to 
know what's in it. {afide) Come, letiThear your 
fine reading ? 

Bal. I can't read ! Oh, Til Ihew you that. 
(reads) ^^ Divine Angel, remember nothing of 
me but my love, tho' it gave birth to every wrong 
you think I may have done you.'* 

Ellen. Oh, that*s in frightening me, by drag- 
ging Philip away, (afide) 

Bal. (reads) ^^ For pity's fake come to me, and 
be the adored wife of the faithful Couvanfki,** 

Ellen. Wife ! Oh, joy ! My fortune's made !— 
But 1 fbould give myfelf iome airs, (afide) He 
might bavefent his coach forme, however deCre 
the Greenwich ftage to ft op at the corner of the 
lane, while I hurry on my things at the toilet. 

[Exit Balfyhugh. 
Ha, ha, ha! who could have thought that fuch 
a poor girl as I — but if he was to fee me in thefe 
cloaths — rd clinch my conqueft. Shou'd I take 
them ? Miftrefs I think won't be angry if it 
helps me to better myfelf. 

Mrs. A. (without) Nib, I think we're right. 

Ellen. It here is'nt my aunt Applejack, as 
Ihe turn'd me out, I'll mortify her a little. 

. Enter 
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Enier Mrs. Applejack. 



Mrs. A. Isn\ one Ellen in this houfc ? {Ellen 
advances i and with much mock folemniiy makes her 
a hwcurtfy) 
Moft obedient^ Madam, {tnakes a formal curtfy) 

Ellen. Ma'am* Hc^ he, he ! Ha» ha, ha ! Ho, 
ho, ho! 

Mrs. A. Why, are you my hu(band'8 niece^ 
Nelly ! 

Ellen, {with offeEled baugbtinefs) Oh, I protcft, 
at firft I took you for the china woman. How 
do you do, Mrs. Applejack ? 

Mrs. A. Then how do you do, Mifs Ellen, for 
by your fine cloaths, I fuppofe ill caUing you Mils 
I gave you your new title. — China woman ! pert 
huffey ! 

Ellen. Pray don't be difcomfricated — I intend- 
ed fon)e evening, when undifengaged to have 
dropt in and drank a difh of tea with you. Ha^ 
ha, ha ! 

Airs. A. Chinawoman. 

Enter Applejack and Nib. 

Apple. Have you feen the girl ? 

Ellen. The Juftice here too ! my very kind 
relations, you turn'd me out of your houfe^-^It's 
now my turn, but politeuers forbids me to re« 
turn the compliment. 



Enter Ballybough. 
Bal. Ma'am the cpach is waiting. 



Ellen. 
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Ellen. Oh, my coach is waiting, very wdl, 
adieu, bon foir, fans ccremoDie. 

jipple. But ftop. 

Ellen, {returning) My dear friends, I now move 
in another fphere^ and this interview is my iilti* 
matum. 

AIR. — Ellen. 

When I was little, I had a tafte. 

To junk it among my play-mates i 
My height of joy was to make a feail 

On Sunday, for all my gay mates; 
I kept the fweeteft for the lafl bit 

When fweet I'd a mind to treat *tm. 
And, iince, my heart goes pit-a-pat-pit* 
When 1 think of an ultimatum. 
The words of fafliion, whilft on the wing. 

By novelty if we rate 'em. 
Of bore, and twoodle, and moiiftrotis,th2ngf 
The thing is an ultimatum. 

When grown a woman at dear nineteen, 

A lad with oeles fnrvey'd me. 
He fwore he'd make me his little queen» 

« And compliments fine he paid me. 
Here, take my ultimatum fays he, 

Then kifs'd me, la ! how 1 hate hla f 
Says I, a fig for you my lovee. 
If that is your ultimatum. 

The words of fafhion, &c. 

Tho' at my toilet whole hours I pafi« 

My cap to fet captivating* 
So fits my lover before his glafs. 

On bunch of cravat debating ; 
Whether we languifh iimper or grin» 

For charms our fond looks create 'em ; 
Tho' love's the game we play at to win. 

Yet money's the ultimatum. 
This line of latin put in your book, {toJfpk.) 

Viduum fapientia patum. 
Here Madam throw a difcerning look, 

liis curtfcy's my ultimatum. 

{^Exeunt Ellen and Ballyhough, 

Apple. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



THE CZAR PETER. 15J 

Apple. Kib. 

Nib. Tourworfhipi 

jtpple. Rib. 

Mrs. A. Well 

Apple. That wasn't my niece^ my dear. 

Mrs. A. You'd better fay Tm not you'r wife, 
my dear. 

Apfle. Doefn't the proclamation for appre-*- 
hendmg this Colonel Lefort fay» that he went 
in difguife, and had fecreted himfelf (bmdwhere 
here about Deptford ? 

Mrs. A. You have hit it. 

Apple* The fellow that took Ellen from our 
garden this mornings mud have been the Colo^ 
ncl, or he coul(i never have drefs'd her out fo. 

Mrs. A. The hundred pounds reward is as good 
as in your own pocket, if you have but a little 
couragCi 

Apple. I have little courage. 

Mrs. A. Then put it forward, and fearch the 
houfe for him. Lud, hufband ! here he comes^ 
he has thrown off bis difguife and appears now 
as himfelf in his embroider'd regimentals. 

Enter 1?hilip drefs'd in the doaths be took out with 

himi 

Phih Now, Madam Nell Gentlemen arc 

another fort of being from Little Philip, Hem I 
Tol, lol, lol. {ftngSi marches and ftruts) To the 
right about. {Juddenly turnings treads on Applet 
jack's foot) 

Apple. Zounds, that was to the wrong about* 
Mrs. A. My dear now be refolute^ and take 
him at once, {apart) 

Apple. True^ but thefe military men are not fo 
VOL. 111. V eafily 
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eafily taken — He may give me a curfcd fqueeze 
in the throttle. 

Mrs. A. Right, my dear, avoid a fcufflc with 
him 9 as you've one of your beft ruffled fliirts 
on. 

PbiL Mr. and Mrs. Applejack, Oh ! to take 
Nelly back. Til come the great man- over them» 
{oftde) 

Apple. You arc Mr. Lefort, a Colonel ? 

PbiL I am the— -—That Colonel your 

bufinefs ? 

Jpple. Something ferious. 

Phil. Oh, your buOnefs is multifarious. 

Apple. What? "^ 

PbiL Ay 1 

Apple. Eh ? 

Phil. What do you want ? 

Apple. I've only a few compliments to you 
from Peter. 

Phil. P^erWilkins? 

Mrs A. The King's meflcnger has a word with 
you. 

PbiL Who ? 

Apple. A gentleman with a greyhound at his 
button. 

PbiL A button for his greyhound. 

Apple. In the name of our Sovereign Lord) 
King William the third, you're my prifoner. 
{t$aches bim) 

PbiL Prifoner! {frightened) Pflia 1 you muft 
be wrong, I don't owe a fixpcnce in the world, 
except the guinea for my boots and that I'm 
to pay by a Ihilling a week. 

App'e. To the rightabout. Colonel. 

Phil. Phn, the devil a Colonel am I ^Eh ! 

—what— Ma'am— TulUce I — ^look, do you for- 
get 
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get little Philip that took Nelfy off " your 
•* buflics^ your grafe and your gravel ?*' 

jipp/e* As for the worthy fpy brought to me to- 
day, I'll clap him into prifon. 

FiH. Oh, that's my poor mafter. {afide) . 

Apple. But you Colonel, as you're a (late pri- 
foner, TU lodge you in my houfe, where Til 
treat you fo civil, and fo attentive, — youMl have 
three guineas a day for your table. 

Phil. What three guineas a day for my table! 
Oh, ho 1 then I am a Colonel and you've found 
me out. 

Mrs. A. Try if heMl advance a little cafli. 
{apart) 

- Apple. Hem ! Colonel, fuppofe I was fo civil 
as to let you efcape, coud'nt you leave a couple 
of hundred in my hands, till I fee you again ? 

Mrs. A. Confider Sir, your precious life — I'm 
fure were I in your circumftances I'd give the 
two hundred pounds with pleafure. 

Phil. That I doubt, for were you in my cir- 
cumftauces, you wou'd not be worth two hun- 
dred farthings, {ajide) 

Apple. I fee my good nature's thrown away, 
and the law muft take it's courfe, Colonel, ril 
go prepare your chamber — I muft call affiftancc. 
— ^Nib, keep a hawk's eye upon hirt. {apart) 
Be comforted. Colonel— —they won't take off 
your head 'till tlfiey get you to Peterfburg. 
{aftde) A fnug reward here — A common foot- 
pad will weigh forty pounds in the city crain — 
but ril coop and fatten up this Mufcovy duck 
'till he weighs a hundred, [Exit. 

Mrs. A. {calling after Applejack) Order the Colo- 
nel's dinner at the uvern, my love. 

V 2 Phih 
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PbiL Tavern dinner ! fo for the time I (hall live 
like an emperor, and then how I'll hamper my lit* 
tie juftice here for falfe imprifonment. {afide) Since 
yoaVc difcover'd me, I fubrait, but uic mc nobly. 

AIR,— Philip, 

I confefsy ma'am, I'm a great mai^ 
If I'm prifoner of date, man 
Well you muft your prifoner ufe. 
Or your truft you'll much abufe. 
Oh, ye Gods ! what no retreating ? 
You muft know I love good eating. 
Of hard battles JVe been winner. 
Let me have a decent dinner. 
Oh, ye demons foul and murky 
Aid me! — let there be a turkey. 
Jove decrees I ihou'd be taken, 
with — a little bit of bacon. 
I at head of armies came on. 
At my fide — a jowl of falmon. 

Came and conqucr'd with applaufe. 

When I fought with — oyfter fauce. 

Who fhall from me glory purloin. 
When I faced a— roafted firloin. 
Cut thro' ranks all fierce and maddifli, 
* Mounted on my fam'd horfe — radifh. 
Laurels on my brows were budding; 
Mars himfelf lov'd — a plumb pudding. 
From my fword foes trembling, pallid. 
Fled for— beet-root in the fallad. 
Farewel honour, fame, and pleafure. 
Cut from — cheefe a bit of Chcfhire. 
Of my country the fupporter, 
I plung'd into — a pot of porter. 
Can this noble fpirit bear it. 
Without dozens of— old claret. 

Take mc, jailor to your care. 

Take mc to fuch noble fare. 

[^Exeunt. 
SCExNT. 



■ Digiti 



zed by Google 



THE CZAR PETEIL 157 

SCENE 11. 

Count Couvanski's Umfe. 

Enter the Czar. 

Czar. I could almoft fwcar 'twas Ottokcfa 
I faw crofs that ftreet ; what could have brought 
her to England ? perhaps ihe has heard who I 
really am, and has followed me! her appear- 
ance bore the mark of indigence, and her foul 
leemed wrapt in forrow. But for Couvaniki's 
levity, rd fet him to find her out for me. Oh, 
he's returned from Chatham. 

Knter Count Couvanskij/j^ Romadanowski, not 
"perceiving the Czar. 

Cou. Charming girl! tho' (be was in too great a 
rage to hear me, 1 thought that my letter and Iham 
promife of marriage wou'd bring her — (hew her into 
my ftudv — I muft get off the duft of the road. 
{goin£) the Czar ! S'death ! 

Czar. Well, Count, what news from Chatham ? 

Cou. Sir, 1 — true, he fcnt me to — but meeting 
that lovely girl has put his whole bufinefs out bf 
my mind, i^afide) What do you fay ? that gcrntle- 
man, the mathematician is in fuch a hurry for me ? 
(Tb Romadanowjki) 

Roma. Gentleman ! Sir, didn't I tell you 'twas a 
lady? {apart) 

Cou. Hem ! get along, you ftudid — 

[Exit. Romadanowjki, 

Czar. Oh ! if it's a man of fcie/)cc, pray no 
ceremony with mc. (£,v/V Counts Couvanfii) 

Couvanflc. 
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Couvanfki mud imagine me (imple indeed not 
to perceive the idle trifler, thro' all his buf- 
tling ihew of bufy importance ; how (hall I obtain 
another) fight of my bebved Ottokefa ? Did 
my brother of Sweden, know the prefent ftatc 
of my heartj he'd have no reafon to envy me my 
^iftory over him at Pultowa. 

AIR. — Czar. 

Charles always bold and booted* 

Scorn'd to ufe a fpur flying. 
With iron head difputed. 

Like a royal foe. 
Stout blows in Infly quarriels ! 

Vifl'ry ever dear buying ! 
Charles gathcr'd living laurels. 

But for Pcter*s brow, 

Pultowa muft difplay them, 

Peter fnatch the bright trophies. 
Fair Venus bids him lay them. 

At a lady's feet. 
Which pow'r now proves ftrongeft. 

Strife 'twixt hate and mild love is. 
Does Peter win by conqued. 

Or Charles by defeat? 

Charles, by Bellona batter'd,' 

And by Mars not well treated. 
All but his honor {hatter*d. 

By his quick remove. 
Charles, fugitive in Bender, 
Happier far than I feated 
On Mofcow's throne in fplendour. 
He is net in love. 

*Tho' o'er wide realms dcfpotic. 

My bare nod is all-ruling. 
Yet when not patriotic. 

Let my power ccafe. 

Home 
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Home comforts, oh, receive me ! 

Foreign fields my hard fchooUng! 
Wars fought abroad, oh give mc ' 

FrieHdihip, love, and peace. 

Enttr Commodore Swivel. 

Com. Well, Sir, Tvc been to Deptford on the 
look out, for the young arcift, but fear he's got 
among the breakers, and Pve engag'd a fmall 
houfe for you, with a door into the dock-yard^ if 
you're ftilt in the mind adtoally to work in it your^ 
fclf— ha,'ha, ha ! Pveyour drefs ready.— 

Czar. Have you alfo a carpenter's jacket, and 
a fct of tools for Couvanfki ? he fhall accompany 
me. 

Com^ Complete, they are in that room yonder. 

Czar. I long to be handling your adze and 
hatchets. 

Com. Ha, ha, ha ! it muft be whimfical enough 
to fee the great Monarch of Ruflia offering him* 
fclf to work as a /hip carpenter, to littly Billy 
Applejack, the overfecr, I'll tell you what to fay. 

AIR.— ^Commodore Swivel^ 

A fhipwright am I, 
Say, are you inclin'd Sir, to give me employ^ 
My flciil wou'd you try. 

At hammer or hatchet. 

This fift, can you match it? 
For work I'm the boy. 

To malJec in Deptford, 

Tho' nothing I get for't, 
I& all my ambition, indulge my fond choice, 

Tis honour's deSre, 

Then zounds 1 blood ! and fire ! 
For the navy of England, hu2za, my brave boys ! 

Fox 
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For a drowfy Mynheer, 
At Amfterdaun working on great and (mail crafi# 
Big breeches how qneer, 

I fmoke the broad bottom^ 

So comical thought him« 
Good lord! how I laaght! 

At Breft and Tonlon 

A joke was my tune. 
To fee Mon&eur^s fleet of gilt gingerbread toys. 

Hard knocks ihali requite 'em. 

To build fliips then fight e'm. 
Old England has Neptune's great charter, my boys. 

A (hip on the ftocks ! 
The Cocknies to fee it, make fuch a damn'd roat. 

Sweet maidens i;i flocks. 

Come gigling and gaping. 

With M>wing and fcraping 
I hand them about. 

Fine compliments pay. 

As we trip the gang-way. 
From ftcerape to cabin how great are my joys ; 

Tho* mute at explaining, 

A kifs fpeaks my meaning. 
For the Nayy of England, huzza, my braye boys. 

[Exeunt. 

£»/^r RoMADANOwsRr, (looking about.) 

Roma. AU gone I dis vay, Ma^am. 

Enter Ottokesa* 

Mjr matter vill vait on you immediately. {Exit. 
Otto. Without introduftion, or recommen- 
dation, to obtrude myfelf upon a gentleman that's 
a total ftranger to me ; but my brother's danger 
even juftifies indifcretion — If I can prevail upon 
this benevolent nobleman to intercede for him 
with the Czar^ then indeed I may treat the bafe 

propofals 
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propofals of the unworthy wretch that dar'd to a£-^ 
front my diftrcfs, with a contempt they defcrvc, 
{looks out) I tremble with awe^ doubt and anxiety. 

Enier CowT CouyanskIj m</ Romadanowski. 

Cou. Yes^ 'tis (he ! my lettel* has brought her. 
(ajide) Kt^ you fure you faw his Highnefs go 
out? 

Roma. Gone vid the Commodore, niy Lor, I 
beard the door flap this minute. 

Cou. Give me iu>tice of their return. 

[Exit Roma. 

Otto, {with timid confufton^ Jcarcely looking at ibi 
Count) Sir, pirdon thehberty I take in imploring 
your companion in behalf of an unhappy man> 
who, tho' once rich in the efteem o f ■ 

Cou. My fweet creature, no apology. 

Otto. How ! {looks at him) Is it you, Sir ? Am 
I wrong in the houfe ? 

Cou. No, you're very right; this is my houfe.. 

Otto. Your's I I. came to Count Couvanlki. 

Cou. My lovej I know you come to me ; I 
happen to be Count Couvaniki. 

Otto. What a miftake ! (aftde) Is it poffible 
you can be the generous favourite of the noble- 
minded Sovereign of Ruffia ? You, the friend of 
woe; who cou'd meanly take advantage of diftrefs 
and make your power to do good, the very 
agent of your vices ? 

Cou. My dear, when I fet your brother at li- 
berty, you'll be in better humour with me— The 
Czar infifts I ihall attend him to Depcford, and 
then I (hall releafe your brother; 

Otto. Sir, tho' his liberty is what I dcfire mod 

VOL, III. If. on 
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on earth, yet a favor from you I never will ac« 
ccpt, 

Cou* Why my love, all my conduft befott I 
fcnc you that letter, was a device of mine.— 
What angelic traiu! Oh» my goddeftj if you 
wou'd but hear me. 

AIR.— Count Couvanss;i. 

I know i\ot which to praife, fweet Mifs, 

Your lifj fhape^ voice or feature; 
But the pour tout dire is this« 
Yoo're all a killing creature. 

Coach'd belles for me fcrambling. 
On footj tho' yoo're ambling | 
They nod " how d'you," 
You run, bow to you ; 
Spite of laughter^ 
I run after 
Like Phoebus, niy wifiies on Ert I 

The pow'r of bliTs to yon is given, 

Mon Ange« 'pon reputation ; 
With hopes, my foul may reach its Heay'n, 
I pay you adoration. 

At yoQr feet. Ma'am, left I die. 
With foft pity caft an eye; 
Voice fo thrilling. 
Eyes how killing; 
Bofom panting. 
Touch enchanting. 
Without thee. Oh Gods I I expire. 

£nter Romadanowski, (witbjbipwrigb^s cUatbs). 

Roma. Sir, Sir, dear my Lord, I was wrong-— 
I find the Czar is not gone out — The Commodore 
defired me to give him thcfc cloaths. [Exit. 

Cou. 'Sdeath! If be fees the lady— this way, 
(pohUs to a room) 

Otto. 
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Oito» Noj Sir; ril retire as I came in. 

Cou. He may meet jrou — Now do ftep in tfierc 
if you love me. 

Otto. Oh then I certainly will, {ironically) 

Cou. My moft cruel charmer ! Have you no 
regard for a fine young fellow's life ? I tell you, if 
this barbarous mafler of mine finds me gallanting 
here with the ladies, inftead of minding his affairs, 
when he gets me back to Mofcow, he'll certainly 
give me the knout, and pack me to Siberia— 
Dem'me; if he'd matter taking off my head with 
a — Do ftep in there, {fointmg to the door, at 
which) 

Enter the Czar, {with a hatchet in his hand.) 

Cou. The devil! [Exit. 

Czar. This the Mathematician ! 

Otto. Michaclhoff! 
' Czar. It was ! It is my adored Ottokefa! TcU 
me; my love, how? what? Tvc fo many qucf-' 
tions, that, all crowding, ftop my utterance. 

Otto. To meet you m England, in the .houfe 
of this Count ! 

Czar. But to find you here, gives me great 
furprize. 

Otto. Likely you know the Czar Peter ? 

Czar. Me! No— Oh! yes, 1 have been pre« 
ftnted-«-have you any favor to a£k ? 

Otto. The life of my brother. 

Czar. But your acquaintance with the Couat 
here? 

Otto. I came to folicit his intereft— But why did 
you leave Dantzic fo fuddenly ? come, now, wasn't 
there a Lady in the cafe ? 

Czar.Hzy ha, ha! Is it [>o(&ble, jealoufy can 
form any part in the compoiition of my Ottokefa ? 

X a 0//## 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



i6^ THE <;?AR PETER. r^ 

Otto. Jcaloofy ! 

AIR.— Ottokesa. .. u 

/«• ' rd fidn alk you a this, but in fteps a that. 

Ah ! why did yoo, truant, away from me go? 
Vet not that I'm cttrions, bat merely for chat, 
Tis only no harm to know it you know. 

What Lady detained yon ? Vm fare (he was fair; 

Moch uUer than I am, oerhaps full as low ? 
No bafinefs of mine* tis, what colour he^ h^, 
^ 'Tis only no harm to know it you knittfr 

Pray was (he demure, or coquetiflily gay ? 

The voice of a Cherub, or may be fo, fo f 
Her cyts, I don't aik whether hazel or grey, 

'Tis only no harm to know it you know. 

But one thing. Oh ! . telLme, no more then impart/^ 
Did* fk give her what was not.][Ottr own to beftow; 

Tho' fure you'd not venture to give he; your heart, 
'Tis only no harm to juiow it you know. 

Ccme» you (hall fee this dear brother^ frcmi my 
charader of you he longs to know you* 

Czar. But where is he ! 

Oito. Confin'd at Deptford. 

Czar. The very place I was this in(hnc going 
to— The Czar's prefent darling objeA is to build 
a fleet of his own in Ruflia ; and a friend of mine 
has advifed me to learn the art of fhip-building, 
as the fureft method to recommend myfelf to his 
notice. Be comforted, for take the word of your 
Michaelhoff, if his life depends upon the Czar 
Peter, your brother fliall not die, except he's ua- 
^onhy to' live. 

Ono. Then you'll meet me ac his prifon. 

Czar. Mod certainly. 

DUET. 
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DUET* — Czar and Ottokesa. 

Czar. Should worldly cares oppreffing» 
Encircle os with woes $ 
Wilt'thoa, my earthly bleffing ! 
Then fooihe me to repofe? 
Otu. Let fortune's children feyer» 
When riches (hall depart ; 
We*ve that muft laft for erer^ 
The treafure ef the heart. 
Ciutr. Let Monarch's rale a nation, 
• 0//«. Gay Belles court admiration ; 
Cxar. The foldier thirft for glory — 

Ott9, The thongjhts of cloyfter'd veftaU 

Dwell on joys celeftial ; 
Cicar. And honeft Britons rave of Whig and Tory, 

Otto. Convinced of thy affedion — 

Cxar. Their joys are poor to mine. 

One. Their joys are poor to mine. 

BotJ^. To guardian love's proteOion, 

The coming hours refign; 
What blifs to make eledion. 
Where love and truth combine. 

[Exmnt. 



- % 



^^.[^ SCENE IIL 

A Prifon. 

Colonel Lefokt dlfcover^d reading a new/paper* 

Col. L. Tho' this wife Jufticc has imprifon'd 
me for a fpy, I hope, before Tni freed, he won'c 
4ifcover me for the Colonel Lcfort, that the reward 
H htrrc offered for j Vm on the rack to know what^s 
become of my filler. Ah ! her mind runs up'>n her 
abfeoc Michadhoff ^ thaiik Heaven^ 1 am fo far 

happy 
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happy^ that loire hasn't chrowi^ in his dart to aog-> 
ment my diftrefTes. 

AIR«>--GoL. Lbfo&t. 

The power that formed the faoiaaa mind* 

And ^ave creation birth ; 
l^ch pair of hearts, one mould defign'd. 

And bade them flv to earth. 
Sweet fympadiv ! Sharp thorns remove. 

That ftrew the paths of life ; 
Fond hearts, go blefs with mntnal love» 

The haSiaiM and the wife. 

They cleave the ^ther fide by fide, 

fiat in the tracldefs way ; 
Ah, lackiefs pair ! they foon divide,^ 

And from each other ftray. 
The partner dear, again to find, 

A bleffing feldom given ; 
So where they can, uey match and bind; 

A chain ne'er niade in Heaven. 

Beyond thy firft all wife decree. 

Extend the gift benign; 
Oh, gracious power ! Point out to me. 

The* heart firft made with mine. 
Some Angel fay, wh^ gentle fair. 

Has lodg'd it in her beaft ; 
In pity fpealc, for only there. 

Can my poor heart find reft. 

My Sifter I 

J&iter Ottokesa* 

0//<7. My dear Brother, do you think I forgot 
you in the hour of calamity ? I've laid a train of 
intercft with the Czar, for your releafe. 

CoL L. Then you innagine I've been appre- 
hended on his proclamation ; Philip might have 
told you 'twas to clear him when he was taken up 
with my driwhigs for a fpy. 
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, 0tt9. My fears have led me into an error in« 
de^ ; however^ I think MichaelhoflF will even free 
you from thia-^Hc'i here in England^ in the fcr- 
vice of the Czar. 

CoL L. {Alarm' J) Indeed! then I hope, as he 
knew yoa in Dancsick only by our aflum^d name 
irf'Melzoff, you didn't tell him who I am. 

Ofto. No> becaufe I fuppos'd he knew it al« 
rcadyw 

CoL L. That's well, he might, with all his pro* 
fefs'd love to you, fcize this occafion to win the 
Czar's favour, by iacrifieing me to his refentment. 

Enter Turnkev. 

Tttmiiy* Ma*am, a gentleman enquires, I fup- 
pofc it's for you. 

Otfo. 'Tis MichaelhoflF (apart) Shew him in. 

{Exit Turnkey. 

CoL L. Hold ! perhaps fome emiflary from the 
Czar, come to examine my perfon; but if it 
(hould be he, don't, in the fond moment^ cell him 
Pm Lefort. [Exit CoL Lefort. 

Otto. Well, till you give me leave. Til not re- 
veal you even to the man, whofe heart is truth 
and honour. 

Enter The Czar. 

How kind! 

Czar. My charming Ottokefa, Commodore 
Swivel has enquired into the nature of your bro- 
ther's aflfair. It's all a frolic of fome young noble- 
man ; but I can neithee fee wit or humanity, in a 
left that gives another (even a fccming) affliftion. 

Whcic-s 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



i6t THE CZAR PETER.' 

Where's your brotherj I long to be introduced to 
him. 

Otto. My dear, my bed MichielhofF! Tm now 
not aihaoi^d to own indeed 1 love you. — Ab^ when 
hft we parted at Dantzick— 

AIR.— -Ottokesa. 

How bitter the moment with thofe we held dear» 

When exchanging the tender adieu; 
I followed you far with ^y tyts, when a tear» 

Hid the obje£l I lov'd from my view. 
I penfive retired to forget yoa» aih vain I 

I found folitude cheriih'd defpair; 
In company fought a relief from my pain» 

Your dear image ftill followed me tnere. 

Thro^ Grove Mead and Garden I varied the fceae. 

With fond hope fome repofe I might find ; 
But ftill a lov'd fpot where together we've been» 

Some lovM incident brought to my mind. 
When I mufc in the Grove there I fee my poor name» 

That yon carvM on the rind of a tree ; 
In the Garden Pm charmed with a rofe-btt(h> the fame 

Whence a flower you prcfented to me. 

I range thro' the meadows attended by Tray» 

Once yours» his affe^on is proved ; 
And my Linnet's fwcet pipe can blcft rapture convey* 

When it carrol's the tune that you Iov*d. 
By Moonlight I walk, I enjoy her mild rays. 

And this heart foothing fancy purfue ; 
I think at the inftant whi]ft on her I gaze. 

She then may be look'd on by you. 

Czar, To rcftore your tranquillity gives me in- 
finite delight, (looks on a piflure hanging from Ot^ 
ickcfas neck) I've fcen thcfc features — Eh ! the 
face of that traitor Ltfort — Ottokefa, do you 
know him. 

Ono. Do you think Lefort a traitor ? 

Czar. 
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Czar. An audacious rebel, that could infult 
his Sovrt"eign, and then dare not abide the punilh- 
ment of his crimes— A fccrct lover ! 

Otto. No, you wrong him and me. 

Czar. Deliver the lurking mifcreant to my 
vengeance. 

Otto. Your's I why, what has he done to you ? 

Czar. ' t ^ I 1 don't mean diine, but, 

as a loyal fubje6l, to prefent him to the indigna- 
tion of my injured mafter. 

Otto. You're in an error. 

Czar. Can your brother be privy to this ? Does 
he know Lefort ? — Likely he has given harbour to 
the aflafiin, who, I am toldj only now (kulks for 
an opportunity to ftop the hand of juftice, by a 
murder on his mafter that railed him to the digni- 
ty he's difgrac'd. 

Otto. Your zeal for the Czar hurries you to an 
inhumanity, that I thought a ftranger to the 
breaft: of my gentle Michaelhoff. {weep) 

Czar. Tell me where's Lefort* 

Otfo. Idiefirft. 

Czar. As I promised there's you/ brother's dif- 
charge — I muft love you, Ottokefa, but farewell 
forever. [^V^- 

QUARTETTO. 

Otto, {looking afitr the Czar) Oh ftay, rafh lover ! do not 
leave mc ; 
In fmiles return, once gende youth! 

I'm faithful ftill, oh! yet believe me: 
He ilies» (alas!) the voice of truth. 
Fatal fecret ! thee concealing. 
All my hopes of peace are croft; 
Sad alternative ! revealing. 
Sure a Brother's life is. loft. 
VOL. ITT. V Re-enter 
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Re-enter Colonel Lefokt and Jailor. 

CoL Zr. Left in tears ! {looking at Otto) 

Enter Mas. Applejack. 

Mrs. A. Where's our prifoner ? 

\Colonel Lefort retires: 

Re-enter the Czar. 

Csutr. Falfe Maid ! one word and then adieu. (/» Otto) 

Mrs. A. This a flrange place, Mifs, for you. (/o Otto) 

Otto. Ohfpcak! {to the Czar) 

CoL L. Shall I become an abjeft liil'ner ? 

Mrs. A' {to Otto) You'd fee the fpy? I want him too. 

Czar, {to Otto) . Accept this trifle> think me true, (gi'ues 

Otto apwrfe) 
Otto. Ifcorn! {flings it aswaj) 

CoL L. By heavens he fhall not wrong my Sifter ! {afidt) 
Mrs. A. He flung this at her. {takes up thepurfe) 

How lucky it mifs'd her. [puts it in ber pocket) 
Here you 

Turnkey, {calling) Turn him out. Q^king a$ 
the Czar) 
Otto. Michaelhoff! 
Mrs. A. You Turnkey ! 
Col.L. Ottokefa! 
Otto. With love« fear, hope and doubts 

The conflifl rends my bread. 

TRIO. 

Czar. 

And muft wc part ? Oh fate fevere f 
Love's chains in prifon bind me; 

I'd fly to peace, and yet I fear, 
I leave that peace behind me. 

Mrs, a?- 
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Mrs. Applejack. 

A chirping glafs of wine fliall chcar 
Your friend, pray Mifs do mind me, 

A boon companion, you my dear 
Shall o'er a flaiket find me. 

Colonel Lefort. 

The voice familiar's to my ear. 

Of this her haughty lover; 
To fee his face too, but I fear. 

Left I my own difcover. 

Ottokesa. 

Howdiftreft! 

Retire! (apart to Col. Lefort) 

CoLONEi. Lefort. 

Thefe glowing cheeks my fword upbraid. 
To fee thee wrong'd fweet hclplefs maid. 

Czar. 

Paffions rage with warring clangour, 
Juftice ! every wifh controul; 

Love, or jealoufy, or anger, 
StiJl let honor fway the foul. 



All. 

Pailions rage, &c. 



[Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

The King's Dock-yard at Deptford. 

£«/fr Commodore Swivel and Mr. and Mrs. Ap- 
plejack, ofpoftteftdes. 

. Com. S. Come, come, Mr. Applejack, wc 
muft now pipe all hands, work double tides—- 

y 2 ten 
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ten fhips to i>e put into comniiflion ; befides 
here's the Emperor of Ruflia come to take a 
view of our {hipping. — Have you ever fecn the 
Czar ? 

Jpple. No, tho* I'm told he*s every where. 

Com. S. Ay, tho' the moft diftingui(hed cha- 
racter on earthy his ambition is to be unnoticed 
in a croud, (walks up) 

Mrs. J. Are not all the workmen booked yet, 
my love ? 

Jpple. My dear, we're Cbort two hands. 

Mrs. A. Yon tall man's a carpenter, if he 
wants work, why don't you call him to book ? 

Jpple. HoUoa, mafter 1 

Com. S. Here the Monarch of Ruflii comes to 
labour like a handy crafts man. — Let the Kinga 
around him be robed in Majefty — 1 he true glo- 
ry of the Great Peter's hvmble carpenter's jacket, 
fliall tranfmit his actions to poilenty with fplcn- 
dour and admiration. 

' Enter the Czar, /;; jinpwrighi' s drefs^ ^uqilh tools ^ &c^ 

Jpple. Are ymx a carpenter ? 

Czar. No Sir, I'm a fhipwright. 

Jipple. Wife, this is a iaucy Jack. 

Mrs. A. No, I think he's a fine m?-n. 

Apple. The fellow has large bones, but the liU 
tic men are {o nimble. 

Mrs, A* What country pray ? 

yipple. Aye, where are you come from ? 

Czar. Finland, 

Apple. Your hands might, for they are Hl^e 
the fins of a grampus. — he looks (trong. 

Mrs. A. No he don't, my dear; thefe tall 
men are mere wifliy-wafhees. — Now here's Muf- 
cle. {pointing to a tall larg^ made €arfenter\ 

AppUy 
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Apple* Aye, here are joints well knit, you are 
not ftrong enough for the work of this yard, 

qUARTETTO* 

Czar, The Throne of Briunnia's the ocean. 
She fmiles fweet, ferene, and majcftic. 

Her great floating caftles in motion. 
Secure her each comfort domcftic ; 
Her fiaiwark's a flout man of war. 
Her guard is a bold Britifli tar. 
Com. S. See the oaks of tHe foreft tranfplanted 

Into tall men of war, here they're growing, 
Mrs, A. Big notliings like you are not wanted, 
JfpU. 1V> Finland tall cock, with your crowing. 

Our work is for much fmarter lads. 
So hop with your hammer and adz. 
Mrs. A. Look around ! hark the found ! 'tis vidlorious ! 

Hammer clink ! hatchet chop ! chiifel chip I 
Com. S> To Britons what fight half fo glorious. 

As a Man of War> launched from the flip 
The carpenter's mallet goes knocketf 

knock, 
Thefcrews all fly out, and away goes the 

blocks 
She glides like a fwan to the ThameSf 
• from the Dock. 
Czar, No employ, then my hatchet there He, . 

{Strikes his hatchet into a block ofivood* 
Deptford Yard, and Old England good bye. 
Apple. That there feems an excellent Hatchet, 

Strong George, (/© the carpenter) If you pleafe, 
prithee reach it ? 
{The carpenter makes federal frnitUfi attempts to pull it out^ 
quits it, turns, looks at the Czar ivith tuonder, thenfneaks 
into the croud. — 'the Czar, ufinghut one hand, plucks tht 
hatchet out, and prefents it to Applejack.) 
f)om. S A Bull dog to bite French or Spaniard ! 
Apple. A MaftiflT to guard the King's Tan yard ! 
Mrs A, With me, dear Sir, will you drink tea ? 
Apple. Wil't hammes ? 
^om. S Go cruizing with me ? 

(^zar. V\l hammer, drink tea, go cruizing with thee. 

[^ExU the Czar^ 
. Apple. 
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Apple. Ob» here comes another to be hired. 

Enter Count Couvanski in JhipwrigbVs babit^ 
carrying tools ^ &c. 

Mrs. J. Heavens, what's this ? 

Com. S. Ha, ha, ha! Let's fee how the Count 
will behave? (q/ide) 

Jpp. You're not a carpenter ? 

Cou. {afide) You've a devil of a guefs. Sin I 
have the honor to be a very neat mechanic. 

Apple. Certainly you're a very neat fellow— 
but! think you could make a rafberry tart, bet- 
ter than a man of war. 

Cou. Why fomething in the MenzikoflFcut in- 
deed, {admiring him/elf.) 

All. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Cou. {difconcerted) The Czar to bring me into 
this ridiculous fituation ; he'll only get himfelf 
found out by it. {afide) 

Apple. And where are you come from ? 

Cou. From KenGngton Gardens, [bows) 

Mrs. A. But my dear the young man may be a 
carver; fmarc at ornamenting the cabin of a 
yatch — So pretty when we've company to drink 
tea on board. 

Cou. Yes, ma'am, I can carve and gild. 

Apple. Ay, and paint too, if one may judge 
from your face. — ^Wife, he has a fine head, for 
the ftern of the Sunday- Frog — Here's a mallet 
and chiflel, let's fee how you handle them, my 
fpruce mechanic ? . 

(Couvanjii cuts and chips the mallet with the 
cbijfel. 

AIL Ha, ha, ha ! 

Enter 
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Enter Nib. 

Nib. (apart to Applejack) Lord Sir, this Co- 
lonel Lefort your new ft ate prifoner is making 
fuch a noife for his dinner the houfe can't hold 
him. 

Apple. The houfe fhall hold and keep him fad 
too : but my dear you'd beft ftep over to the 
tavern, and defire them to make hafte with his 
dinner, for I begin to be a little hungry myfelf. 

[Exit Mrs. Applejack. 

Cou. Since I'm come here to Deptford, I'll fet 
my charmer's brother at liberty, and leave the 
cleaving of timber to his hard-fifted Czar-fhip. 
{afiie) 

(jbejbip launched^ Jbouts and acclamations,} 

AIR, GLEE. 

Noah built a mighty fhip> 

Happy he o'er mountains faii'd, 
*Till he drank out all his flip. 

Then his nqble courage fail'd ; 
Bade the dove go fetch a fign. 

That water then no more did fpout# 
Took the olive for a vine. 

Or he'd ne'er have ventured out. 
Noah firft of fhipwrights {launch. 

Laid a keel and chifiel'd thus ; 
Broke a bottle on the launch, 

Prefs'd the grape and drank like us. 

[Exeunt feverally. 



SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Applejack's HoufC'^A Table laid. 

Enter Mr. andlllM. AnhEj ack^ feveralfy. 

yipple. Well, my lovely Winny ? 

Mrs. A. My dear, Tvc been over to the tavern 
-—The Coloners dinner will be hcreprcfently. 

jlpple. ^rnce I brought him here, he's like % 
young magpie, all gape and gobble. (Jooks at 
ihe labels on the dottles) Latore, Frontigniac, Cal- 
cavella. Hermitage — Wife, he {hall not have as 
much wine as he choofes to fwallow. 

Mrs. A. Yes, but he ihall, my love. The 
greater bill he runs up the more money we fhall 
make of him ; for if it was ten times as much 
the king of Mufcovy will pay for all. 

/ipple. Then Til (wallow as much as 1 can to 
make his bill double. — Ay, it's all this high feed^ 
ing and rich wines that make your gentlemen 
run fo deviliihiy after the women — I defire you'll 
keep as much as poflible out of the Colonel's 
way, Mrs. Applejack, for 1 could never bear to 
fee him even kifs you. 

Mrs. A. See! no, I fuppofe you'd have the 
manners to walk out of the room ; but don't 
fear; a man, in my mind, is a mere wooden 
poft when 1 think of you, my dear hufband. 

lExit. 

Afple. That's a very pretty compliment. 

Enter Philip. 

Phth What's the meaning of this, when do I 
.dine ? 

Apple. 
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4pple^ It's coming your honoun 

FbiL What is a man of condition like me to 
wait, 'caufe I am a prifoner ! — No table ready !— i 
I'll make intereft to be remov'd to the Tower. 
Do you hear ?r— ril have two courfes to-day, 
and fee that there's plenty of olives and roafted 
chefnuts with my claret, and while I fmoak my 
pipe, Juftice you'll read the newfpaper to me ; 
anid in the evening over my coffee your wife will 
fing me a fong. 

Re-emir Mrs. Applejack and Waiters^ with co^ 
vers^ which they lay on the Table^ 

Mrs. A. Colonel, pray be feated. {Jbe begins ta 
€arve, Philip Jits) 

Enter Count CotrvAKSKi in bis own chatbs. 

Cou. (afide) Now to releafe my charmer's bro^ 
ther«-^Eh ! is this he— a Colonel's uniform {•— 
(afide) Sir, your fervant, I conclude I :\jl> e been 
under fome mifiak r as to your rank in life, and 
beg you a thoufand pardons for putting you in 
this dtlagrc^eable fituation. 

Phil. Sir, no apology, my fituation is quite 
agreeable. 

Cou. I come to msikt atonement and to take 
you from it. 

Phil. Frzy Sir, don't give yourfclf that 
trouble. 

Cou. (to Applejack) Get his hat. .. 

Phil. What do you want with my hat ? 

Cou* I come to give you freedom Sir. 

Phil. Give! I think you uke a deal of free- 
dom. 

voL^ III. z Cou. 
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Cou. Quick! It's my only means to make it 
up with my lovely creature. 

Phil So, Imufn't dine, 'caufe you make up 
to lovely creatures ? 

Coti. Why, what the dcyil Sir, don*t you wilh 
for liberty, come along man. 

Mrs yf. But he (hall not comc a long man. 

Jpfle. No, nor (hort man. 

Phil. That's right madam, Jufttce keep me 
faft. (^eating) 

Apple. He's my prifoncr, and I am anfwerablc 
for his body. 

Phth Av, take care of my fine body-^removc 
that difh, I ordcr'd no calve's head at my table. 
(looking at CcutJt Couvatijki) 

Cou. Pflia! my dear tellowi come. 

Apple. Bur he (hall not go oyt pf this houfe, 
but by an order from government. 

Cou. Demme ! what do you nican ? my word 
is the order, and myfcif the government. 

Jpple. ril lei you know, that nobody orders 
here but me ; and I am in this, my <:aftley the 
Governor. 

Cou. Caftlc! ht, ha, ha !— I'll defirc my foot^ 
man to hang up your cattle in my porter's lodge, 
and my cook ihall cram the governor into a niiar^ 
rowbone ! 

Apple. Cram a Jaftice of peace into a marrow-, 
bone! 

Mrs. A. A refcuc ! 

Cou. I tirU you 'twas I put him into cuftody, 
and by Heaven I will now t ike him out of it. 

Apple. An accomplice ! why by the Lord this 
is the minikin fliipwright. — Oh, oh ! I fee now 
what brought you in^ the Dock^yard, an in- 
cendiary. 
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cenduiy, his fingers are brimftone matches^ and 
his fkxxll a tinder box. 

Cou. Come along. 
. Jtpple. Touch him at your peril 

Cou. The man dies that prevents me. 

j^pple. Where's your Habeas Corpus ? 

Cou. Here, (takes oat apiftol) and my Habeas 
animam. By Heavens, Sir! if you don*t in- 
ftantly come to yoiu|fifter that loves you— — 

Pbil. I have no uRer, and I love a turkey.-— 
Don't remove mc 'till the cloth's taken away. 
— I'll die before I quit my dinner — Juftice favc 
zne a flice — Ma'am— ^Death and hell^ fpare me 
the merry thought. 

Cou. Comealong, 

[E^fcunt. 



END OF TUB SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE !• 

Jt/i Apartment in Count Couyanski's Hoa/e. 

EntiT CotUT CouvANSKi, PfiiLip> and Roma«- 

DANOWSKI. 
CoUVANSKIt 

YoU'RE welcome. Sir. 

Pbil. I am Si man of genius, and yon ifaon'd 
not have taken me from my dinner. 

Cm. My dear friend, a thoafand Pardons. — 
{wbijpirs Roma, xvbo g$es off. 
We {hall dine at fix. 

IBbil. And now it's only two, confound yom* 
fafhionaUe hours, 1 (hall eat my gloves; cou'dn't 
you give a body fomewhat, juft to pafs away the 
timer 

Enter Slip. 

Slif. {of art to Cqu.) Sir, there's the Juftice 

below 
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below making a riot about the gentleman you 
forced from his houfe. Exit. 

Cm. If the Czar hears him — {afide) Sir, (lep 
xk there. 

Tbil. Juft fend me in the leg of a fowl. 

Cm. You Ihall have a whole oftrich, and keep 
your mouth ihut* 

"Phil. I fliall have no caufe here to open my 
mouth. 

Om. Go in. {pujhes him in) 

Enter Applejack. 

Apple., So Sir, Where is he ? I can break 
open doors.— Pve found out who you arc ; I'll 
fee if your Czar of Mufcovy bids you pluck a 
prifonerfrom a bed of juftice, as if you were 
pulling up a turnip. 

Cou. My dear friend don't make fuch a noife. 

Apple. 1 am a Juftice of Peace and will make a 
noiie. 

Cou. If the Czar hears you, I'tn undone. 

Apple. Are you ? how dare your lordfhip refl. 
cue my prifoner ? Who's now to be cram'd into 
a marrow-bone, {very loud.) 

Cou. Hufli 1 why man 'tifvas I that feiz'd him 
for a piece of humour. 

Apple. You, you feized Colonel Lefort. 

Cou. \afide) What ! the Clod I have withid 
here, the accomplilhed Colonel Lefort T 

Apple. You'd defraud me of the hundred pounds 
for tsiking him. 

Cou. I'll give it youj and be quiet. 

Apple. Do. 

Cou. I haven't fo much about me now : but I 
pledge my honor Til fend it to you. 

Apple. 
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Apple. You Vc not fo much of that to fpirc, fo 
I'll be content with your note. 

Cou. You fhall have it, but pray go, 

Jpfle. {ofide) rU make more of this— but 
there's all the fees. 

Cou. I'll pay them. 

jippk. {going returns) FJfis tavern bill — the 
great dinner — that I cat myfclf. {ajide) 

Cou. Make a bill of all. 

Apple-. My fine long fet of china — two and forty 
pieces, he broke into five hundred, in my own 
garden. 

Cou. Well, put in the garden, 

Apple. A fine laced cap, he tore on my wife. 

Cou. Zounds ! put wife, cap, and all in the bill. 
—The Czar is in the houfe, and if he hears youi 
the Colonel's life is gone. — Take that, and for 
heaven's fake — {g^ves him a purfe) go along 
you confounded little catchpole. [Exeunt. 

Phil, {peeps oui) Mad beau to tear me from my 
dinner, {a fervant crojfes with cake and wine) Oh, 
ch 1 — {fallows him) 

Enter Ballvbough and Ellen drejfed* 

Ellen. Lord, how I have been fquecz'd in that 
Vulgar Greenwich coach ! fuch horrid company 
too ! — So this is the gentleman's houfe — dear, if 
he really intends to marry me, how charming ! 
beautiful ! what a deal of rooms, all one beyond 
another. 

Bal. (Opens the door of the room from wbkb 
Philip entered.) Wait in that room ma'am, mafter 
will come to you. [£«/. 

{Elkn goes in.) 

Enter 
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Enter the Czar. 

Czar. The fight of a Britifli dock -yard, has 
rouz'd my ardour, to fee fuch a floating foreft at 
Petcrlburgh. . But noW for Couvanfki. The 
ftory Tvc heard from the Commodore, of his at- 
tempt to feduce the poor young woman at Dept- 
ford— If I can but bring his fcandalous conduct 
to a proof— 

Re-enier Count Couvanski. 

C(m. So, I've brufli'd off that infernal little wafp. 
This Col. Lefort that I have within here ! — then 
his fimpiicity muft be feign'd — if he falls into the 
Czar's nands he's loft. — I'll convey him fafe away, 
(£oes to the door^ where Ellen went in^ and knocks 
Joftly) Colonel^ come out ! — the Czar ! {aftde) 
ftay in. 

Czar. Who have you got there, that may come 
out and ftay in ? 

Cou. Sir, 'tis only— (;wtft^ confufed) 

Czar A female mathematician ? 

Cou. A good hint to iccure the Colonel, (afide) 
Then, Sir, it is a lady. 

Czar, {afide) Perhaps Ottokefa again. 

Cou^ {aftde) He wont be fo impolite as to infift 
on feeing 

Czar. If 'tis the lady I found with you to-day, 
Pd fpeak with her. 

Cou. No, Sir, this is quite an honourable affair. 

Czar. Then, Count, 1 exped to be confukcd. 

Cou. Sir, I would not marry a conftcllation, 
without your Maj.cfty's confent — {bows) but Sir, 
flie is fo baftiful--^ 

Czar. 
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Czar. Let mc fee her. 

Cou. {afide) Yes, he'll have the Colonel out-— 
Then^ Sir, to confefs the truth, I am afliamed — a 
little afraid her face is {grimaces) you (like other 
people) will fay her back is a little on the u^iih 
or fo i but a lover's eyes you know. Sir. — 

Czar, You have fo much excited my curioQty, 
that I will fee her : Madam approach^ 

Cou. Your highncfs, don't alk hcr-i-{he*g only 
flept in to fetde her he^d-drefs before the glafs*— 
Colonel, jump out of the window. (/» an under 
tone) 

Czar. Madam. — [opens the door) 

Enter Ellen t 

Cou. Eh ! who's this ! (parting back /urpri/ed) 

Ellen, (to Cou.) Dear Sir, how could you keep 
me fo long a waiting ? 

Cou. Ma'am ! — this brings both me and the 
Colonel off— but where has he got to ! (ajide) 

Czar. So, Couvanfki, this is the lady you de-e 
fjgn to marry ? 

Ellen. I am. Sir. 

Cou. Arc you faith, (a^de) 

Czar. And when is the ceremony to take pUce ? 

El/en. Oh, as foon as the gcndcman pleafes. 

Czar. Well, Count, what do you fay ? Tm furc 
the lady's very kind- 

Cou.^Cmfa her kindnefs. (aJide) 

Czar. You cool on the bufinefs — be aflured 
I'd treat you with the fcvereft rigour, if I thought 
you a feducer of female innocence. Speak, do 
you mean to marry her. 

Cou. Why, Sir, as to marrying the lady, I have 
no objedlion, but only this happens to be the fitft 
time 1 ever had the honour of feeing her. 

Czar^ 
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C^r. Didn't you fay your intentions were ho* 
nourable towards the lady in that room^ and here 
flic is juft come out of it. 

Cou. In or out, fhe is totally unknown to me.' 

Ellen. Oh, lo;^, how- can yoH fay that? wafn't 
you fo crazy about me, that you had poor Philip 
drag'd to jail, that you might have me all to 
yourfelf! 

Cz^ir. Your profligacy (ha'n't. injure a helplefa 
innocent, and difgrace me and your country— 
marry her you fliall. 

Cou. But Sir, ftie's an utter ftrangcr to me, and 
it's my way always to marry an acquaintance. 

&len. Stranger ! oh lord, havn't I it here under 
your own hand ! {takes out a letter) 

Cm. Shew me. 

Ellen. No, you look, Sir. {gives it to the Czar) 

Czar* This is your hand, {reads) *• Divine an- 
'* gel.- 

Ellen., You fee that's me. 

Cou. Why, this is the letter I fent to my fweet 
girl, iajide) 

Czar. ** Pity's fake come to tne.'* 

Ellen. Yes, and here I have come in pity you 
creature. 

Czar. ^' Ador'd wife of the faithful Couvan^ 
Iki." Why this is in faft a gromife of marriage, 
and I'll fee it executed. 

Cou. {ajide) You Ihall firft fee me executed.— 
Why, zounds !— — 

Czar. Don't fwear my Lord, recolleft in whole 
prcfcnce you are. 

Ellen. Dont fwear n^y dear. 

Enter Ballybough. 

Cou. {apart) You infernal rafcal, who did you 
jive my letter to? 

VOL. III. A A Bal^ 
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Bal. ^ir, to my lady there— Here's all the 
poets and philofophcrs waiting for your High- 
ncfs. [£*»^ 

Czar. I Contc, Count I have heard the whole 
procefs of your fchcme tfh this lady, and in the 
evening^ previous to the ambaflador's gala^ I (hall 
fee your nuptials folemnjz*d. 

[Exeunl the Czar and Count Couvanjki^ 

Ellen. This evening I (hall be Iplemniz'd* I 
muft forfake poor Philip. 

Re-enter Philip. 

PbiL Now Tm quite another man ! This drinks 
ing puts a body into fuch fpii its; it has evea 
made me amorous. 1 want nothing but a little 
bundle of bank notes to. make me a compleat 
man of fafliion. Pretty Nelly's at home fo me-* 
lancholy for the lofs of me. 

Ellen. What fine gentleman's this, (afidt) 

Phil. A fmart looking young lady that, {ajide) 

Ellen. As Pm likely to be miftrefs of this houfe, 
I fhou'd now take fome ftate upon myfelf and do 
the honors. 

Phil. Whilft I have thefe fine doaths, I Ihoa'd 
take the opportunity to gallant a little. 

Ellen. Sir, may ^have the honor ? 

Phil. Madam, you may. 

Ellen. Oh Sir, the condefcenfion. (eurtfies) 

Phil. My melifluous prefumption. {^howj) 

Ellen. Upon my reputation ! 

Phil. Ellen! 7 /o„ ^ v^ 

Ellen. Philip! } i^^'P^'f'^ 

Phil. I fuppofe you've put on your miftrefs^s 
cloathsy you audacious hufley. 

Ellen. 
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Ellen. Perhaps, you've got into your mader's 
coat you impudent puppy. 

Phil. But your miftreis ihall know it. 

Ellen. Upon my foul I'll tell your mafter.-— 
Fhilipj while you behave yourfelf you're wcl- 
cone to my houfe ; but if you make too free 
my hufband may be jealous. 

PhiL Hufband I who is he ? 

Ellen. Don't I tell you I am miftrefs of this 
houfe. 

Phil. Oh, ho ! So, the mad beau only brought 
me here to triumph over my love. Nelly, you're 
ajilt. 

Ellen. I a jilt. 

Phil. You've been thcfc two years laying out 
for new fweediearts, only to get prefents from 
them. 

Ellen. Me! 

Phil. The encouragement you fliew the young 
men is jufi according to what you want at the 
time, and what they can give — Laift Oftober, on 
the fet in of winter — " Ha, it's got aftonilhingly 
jharp" — then, nobody like Sam Duffil the woollen 
draper — you fmirk'd and fmil'd, 'till he made 
you a prefent of a handfome Bath great coating ; 
yes, the woollen draper was a moft charming lo- 
ver for froft and fnow ; but in April out come 
bloflbms and funihine, and, oh dear, we mufl: 
have a muflin gown to flaunt at the tea gardens. 
— ^Up fieps Mr. Smart the haberda(her, yes, he's 
the fweetheart for fummer wear — That vulgar 
woollen draper ! Shou'dn't ha* thought offuch 
people fpraking to one in public. 

Ellen, How jealoufy puts thefe men out of 
tenu)€r 

A A 2 PUETT. 
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DUETT. — Philip andEhtzij.^ 

Ellen. Philip my lad. 

There was a time 
Whcnyou might court and not in vain^ 
But ah, dear boy, that time is paft. 
The* with you I danced. 
On May day. 
Hey day \ 
Now I'm advancM. 

And view me a lady« 
Philip my lad, 
W/7. Welly my lafs. 

With you I chime. 
For now the fates do fo ordain. 
Oh, cruel lot ! the die is caft, 
Tho* my fond heart 
Ypu*rc rap'd in^ 
Lap'd in. 
Yet wc muft part. 
For view me a Captain, 
Nelly iry lafs. 
^Ikn. Philip my lad, 

If you will learn 
My hair to drcfs, I may employ 
You as a barber now and then. 
Or flourifh your flam 
-Beau flaming. 
Streaming. 
When with dear Pam, 
All night ril be gaming. 
Philip my lad. ^ 

fbiL Nelly my lafs. 

As you caq dam 
Silk ftockings well, pardonc^ moi. 
And rufllcs mend, and wafh them clean. 
When you are my laun 
-Drefs, rub well. 
Scrub well. 
Or my own man. 

Oh damme PU drub wejl, 
N^lly my lafs. 
EUen. Philip my lad. 

PbiL Nelly my lafs. 

ElUn. Good bye. 

Phil. Goodbye, , 



M"ifh 
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£IUh. Adieu, 

fbiL Adieu. 

Thcfe £ig\is; 
Ellen. Thefe tears. 

PbiL Farcwel. 

^Uen. Farewell. 

In my fine cloathsj 
I'll flaunt it. 

Rant it, ;; • 

With fmarteft of beaux. 
Oh how 1*11 gallant it* 
Philip my lad, 
fbil In my fine cloaths. 

ril flaunt it. 
Rant it, 
Smarteil of beaux. 

Oh how I'll gallant it. 
Nelly my lafs. 

[ExttPbilif, 
Re-enter Couvansku 

Cou. Here ftill ! how fliall I get rid of this 
girl ? Now the Czar has fet his obftinace head 
on it, he'll force me to marry her-^makiog her 
rcfiife me is my only chance to get off. 

Ellen. Oh the Count— pray Sir, do you know 
my uncle Applejack ? — don't you love me ? 

Cou. Too well to impofe on you, and my pret« 
ty dear, you really think me a Count. 

Ellen.' And an't you ? won't you marry me ? 
that great gentleman faid you muft. 

Cou. Gentleman! Hayha^ha! — Why my love, 
that was my uncle Toby, the Czar's butler, 
who has the charge of his houfe here, until his 
Highnefs arrives. Old Toby who doats on me, 
heard you had a rich uncle, fo drefs'd me up in 
hopes to get you and your fortune, for at pre- 
(gnt my goddefs, I am only apoor footman* 

Ellen. 
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Ellen. Indeed ! 

Cou. So as I have frankly confefsM this moft 
{hameful fcheme, I hope you'll reward my ho- 
nefty with your heart and beauteous hand. 

Ellen, {cries) Oh, oh— Firft I got myfelf tum'd 
cutof unck's for Philip, fuppofing him a gen- 
tieman, and now Tve turn'd him off for thinking 
you a Lord. — Don't talk, don't look at me. 

Cou. Nav, my charming ■ {unfeen rings a 

Ml) That's Mr Slip the valet's bell for me— I 

muft go but you're an angel and you Ihall 

be mine, (Jnaiches uf a ftand of glajfes^ and rum 

Ellen. I won't, I won't be your's, — A fine 
Count indeed ! Why even Philip wasn't a rinfer 
of glaffes, for his mafter had no giafles to rinfe. 
Ah, poor Ellen, what a market have you ms^dQ 
of yourfelf. 

AIR. — Ell£n« 

My folly I have caufc to rue. 

Why not content with one ? 
Of lovers I mufl needs have two« 

And now, Alas ! I've none. 
When foolifh Tray the river crofs'd;, 

Like me, poor filly maid I 
The precious fubilance thus he loftj, 

^y fnapping at the ihade. 

My golden dream is fled away, 

I've from my chariot fell ; 
I'm now no more a lady gay. 

But little Deptford Nell. 
With hopes of cream my wilhes crown'd^ 

O'er night my milk I fat ; 
When to my grief, next morn I found^ 

*Twas fup'd up by the Cat. 

I gave a child a full blown rofe. 
Upon its balmy breall he blows. 
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To make the leaves expand — 
Ah ! thoughtlefs wantoa» tor thy pains. 
See nothing but the flalk remains. 

To grace thy little hand* 



lExit. 



SCENE II. 

if Dreffing Room in Count Couvanski's Houfe-^ 
Magnificent deaths laying on a chair — ^Fbt Czar 
difcovered in bis Shipwright's drefs^ at a tabU^ 
with papers. 

Czar. Now to drefs for my Ambaflfador's Gala; 
yet, were it not for the State neceffary to Majefty, 
1 (hould prefer convenience to pomp, and the 
fweet fociety of a friend^ to the brilliant tumults 
of a court. 

Enter Applejack^ (^looking about with caution.) 

Apple* No, the Count has locked up this 
Colonel in fome cup- board or other> for the 
devil a button of his coat can I find, and Fm a 
tolerable ferret too — I fhall lofc the reward, I have 
fearch'd every room in the houle — Isn't yon the 
new Bully Shipwright I engag'd juft now at the 
yard ? why how the devil did you get here, my 
Finland Grampus ? 

' Czat. Ha, ha^ ha ! My difguife has play'd its 
part, {afide) 

Apple. Why, you're a pretty fort of an impudent 
fcoundrel, out of my great goodnefs and com- 
panion, I give you employment, fct you to work, 
then no fooner is my back turn'd, but you off with 

youc 
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your apron, fcamper to town, and here I find 
you in a great eafy chair like the fitting Alder- 
man. 

Czar. (Rifes.) t)on't be angry, Mafter, I— 

yuppie. What you'r? come here to tipple with 
fome of the Czar's fervants 1 for they all take the 
example of their mafter. 

Czar. Why the Czar is no fenfualift ? 

j4p/>ie. Do you pretend to know Peter as well 
as I, you faucy— don't chatter to mc. Sirrah !— . 
Inftantly back to your work, on with your aprori. 
or I'll ' '^ ' 

Enter Romadanowski, with a bo'sol of wine,whkb, 
as he offers to the Czar, Af^kjack takes. 

Stop, friend ! aftcl- me is TMnncrs—fdrinks) mV 
firll refi-efhment fincc I left home. Heark'ec 
you Mr. Whilkeroufky. (to Romadanoujki) do you 
know that I'll dcfire your mafter not to fufFer his 
barbarous crew of Kalmucks, to corrupt and en- 
courage his Britannic Majefty's Ihip carpenters, to 
conrie here caroufing and drinking like fifties. 
{drtnks) Lay that by-~(^/=i;^x the bowl to the Czar, 
uholays it bn the table) Come along you. (to 
the Czar, who makes ftgns to Romadanowfki, be 
goes off.) * J 

Apple. Ah Ihv, your fignalto him, to give 
me ihe fl>p Eh ! but Til fiip you ofl=-the book!. 

Lzar. Then, Sir, out of ctoployment, I muft 
penfli. r / J «. 

Apple. Ah, that you fliou'd haVe confider'd— 
^ (-T/dV) but hold, this ftrong hulk may aflift me 
to retake the Colonel. (af,de) Heark'yee, you 
muft know I conie here to look after a prifoner, 
refcued from mc ; if you'll help mc to catch hiai 
again, and then hold lum faft,'^befides forgivbg 

youc 
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yotir JFault, tho' Vm only to get one hundred 
pounds reward, FU give you half a crown, that is 
in Grog — and TU make it for you myfclf. 

Czar. To oblige you. Sir, but who is this pri- 
foner ? 

jfpple. The great rebel, Colonel Lefort. 

Czar. How had you Lefort in cuftody ? {wiA 
furfri/e and emotion) 

AffU. Ay, but it might be Colotiel Lefort in 
your mouth — ^Yes, I had him till he was refcued 
by this Count here; 

Ct^f. Refcued by Couvanfki ? The traitor !-=- 
\afide) 

Apple. Don't you think the Czar will thank me 
if I find him for him ? 

Czar. That ne certainly will — ^This is moft 
fortunate — {fifide) Where do you think [ you can 
find him? 

Apple. Only you come with me as I direft, and 
afk no queftions-^When I ftart the prey, you fcize 
it, .my maftiflf. 

Czar. Come, not an inflant's to be loft, {takes 
his arm) 

Apple. Not fo familiar — {ptjhes him bttck) — Re- 
member there's fome difference between I and 
you. 

Czar. Sir, I confcfs ft^-If I can but get Le- 
fort once in my power — {afide) Come (goirig) 

lExit. the Czar follows. 

Apple. {Pulls him hack) After me is manners. 



VOL. in. B B SC£N£ 
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SCENE IIL 

A R9om in Col. Lefort's Houfe, {trunks 9pen). 

Enter Col. Lepokt* 

Col. L. Ai I owe my liberty to this Michael- 
hoff^ to do away the obligation, TU deliver myfelf" 
up to the Cftar, and let him take my life ; hut firft 
Michaelhoff ihall give mefatis&dion for theivrongs 
he has offered my fifter. Where can my poor girl 
be ? {loch at the trunks) She has drefs'd — ^unne^ 
ceflary to render herfelf more attradive to thofe 
who already think her an objed worthy of infult 
«-^Ah I the fenfible girl, prude^ Md coquette^ arc 
alike when a lover is in view. 

AIR.— Col. Leyo&t. 

Thoughtlcfs fmiling fair. 
Why with Hudied. care> 

Prafdce nfelefs art ? 
Nature's charms give every grace^ 
Bcft adorn the lovelv face, 

Beft can ^ap the heart; 

Ne*er fecur'd, tho' thu» yon have h^m^ 

Or at beft a fool yoo gain ; 
By device when you enilave him, 

V7ifc is he who flips his* chain. 
Come, fweet maid $ in dreft tho' £mple^ 

Yet thy beauties all thy own ; 
Native blufli, bewitching dimple* 

Thou art mine» or I'm my own. 

{Exit. 
EnUr .2biu7» 

PbiU Now I've got home, Mafterhas piftols — 

this 
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tlus Beau-Turk Couvaolki to run away vith El- 
len from me ! PIl fight htm — ^let's fee, 1 was taken 
for a gentleman, by a wife Juftice and his wife, 
and whv not— -tlio' women are neither Juftices 
or Conftables, yet where a man is in the cafe, 
they are moft excellent Judges. Poor matter's 
£ife in prifon, why mayn't I, by the ^help of his 
cloaths carry on my frolicSj and marry an heire(s ? 
-*-I will. — If young ladies run off with guittar 
mafters, and footmen in livery-— why not with a 
footman in the livery of honour — Oh my rival- 
Hem I I'll begin the gentleman with a duel, but 
if a duel ihould end the gentleman — take my 
girl from me ! 

AIR.— Philip. 

Gadzoands! who now bat lae 7 
I'm fomebody. 
Could ladies fee 
So fmart a figure in this coat* 

My finery they'd be trap'd in-— 
If quarter'd in a country town> 
I lay a crown> 
My high renown^ ' 
V/ould make the girls all on me doat» 

When pretty young Phil the Captain. 
Before the ladies I'll cut a puflT. 
Hey» dem'me ! I'll march lo bold and bluff; 
The Belles Pit kifs, the beaux I'll cuff. 
With my tat-a-rat rantum rare ro. 

Back gammon and whift I play. 
Officers way. 
Help out his pay. 
After dinner for old black ftrap— 

The bones we merrily trundle. 
At carUs who dare my honour doubt ? 
I*m then (b ftout, 
I call him out, 
A nofe I pull, or a mazard flap. 
Who bids me to refund all. 

Before the ladies, &c. 
B B 2 Should 
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Sboold a young lady be abus'd* ' * 

Her fame traduc'4» * 

Byallrefus'd; 
For innocence, pell-mell to arms — 

Her champion then regard me, 
Theflanderer* challenge to the ground. 
Receive a wound. 
The lady's boun4 
By gratitude, with all her charms. 
And fortune to reVard me. / 

Before the ladies, &c. 

{Wbtli Jinging the Burden of the lafi verfe^ flour ijb^ 
ing and catering beftrlkes bimfelf againft Col. Lc^ 
fort v)ho enters with a written letter.) 

Col. L. Philip ! Equipped in my cloaths too \ 
Is it the retired manner I have lived in here, that 
encourages you to takefuch an impudent freedom. 

PbiL Sir it's all along of Nelly— So obftinate 
ihe would'nt let me brufh your coat on the back 
of a chair^ but would duft it on my back, mere- 
ly, I believe to fhew how nimbly ihe cou'd lay a 
rattan acrofs my fhoulders. 

Col L. Take them off Sirrah j I want you to 
carry a letter. 

Phil Yes, Sir. 

Col L. I fliould appear to this Michaelhoff as 
myfelf,,— here — {giving a key) take out a luit of 
regimentals you'll find in that trunk. 

Pbil. Yes, yes. Sir. {unlocks a trunk at the back 
and employs bimfelf in looking for and taking out 
cloatbs) I fee no regimentals — Ob I have you 
here by the epaulette. 

Col L. Michaelhoff I find is here at Deptford 

with the Czar — Make hafte, {to Pbilip whoisjlill 

at the trunk-^^Col. Lefort fits at a taf^le^ and takes 

fome time in foldings fuperfcribing and fealing the 

letter.) 

Enter 
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Enter Applejack. 

Jpple. Come along you — { /peaking foftly off*) 
If *nt yonder the fpy that was releafcd, (looking at 
Col Lefort) and the Colonel too. {looking at Philip) 
1*11 nab him, why don't you come ? Quick, foft- 
'y* (/P^^^^% ?^) Don't knock your high wood- 
en head againft the top of the door cafe. 

ColL. Makehafte. {to Philip.) 

Enter the Czar at the back. 

jfpple. Tm right, {to the Czar) yonder's Lefort. 

(looking at Philip)^ 

Czar. Thare he is indeed, (looking at Col Lefort). 

/ipple. There ! no, there you oaf, look. 

Czar. I am looking at him. 

jifple. Are you i then you fquint moil abomi- 
nably. 

Col. L. Have you got the doaths ? 

Phil. Here they are, Sir. {advances to Col i/- 
fort with the deaths — Applejack and the Czar retire.) 

Col. L. Go deliver this letter as directed. {Phi^ 

lip being incumbered with the cloaths lays it on the 

table) Quick, and leave thofe in the next room 

for me. 

' Phil. I fly. [Exit. 

Col L. {Looking out^ Yes ! ha, ha, ha ! I thought 
ihe had been dreiling, and moft fplendidly too. 

Czar. By heaven 'tis Ottokefa ! refiding here 
with Lefort i There's not a doubt of her perfidy. 

{a/ide.) 

Enter Ottoki^s Ay {magnificently drefs*d). 

Otto. Now by your fmiling do I fuppofe you 
think at fuch a jun(5lurc, ipy mind might have 

been 
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been better employed than upon the decoration 
of my perfon, bm don't chide me, for in it I 
bave only your good at heart my dear Lefoxt. 
Czar. Her dear Lcfort ! 

^ CeL L. Nay Ottokefa, you give yourfclf too 
much concern on my account, but what's your 
purpofe in attiring yourfelf thus .? 

Ouo. To throw myfelf at the feet of tbc Czar 
and implore his mercy if he has any. i 

Col L. He has, but not for me, great in all his ' 

adions, yet he purfues my life with defpicable re- 
venge — Oh ! were he not my fovereign and with 
a fword wouM but meet me in a defart then he 
might feel what it was to wrong Lefort. 

Oito. Cheriih that fpirit \ you Iball be again % 
foldier. 

AIR. — Ottokesa^ 

Fly oblmon, death to fame 

HcDce, nor-noble deeds erafe ; 
Fling thy veil o'er pallid fhame 

Nor dare the gen'rous foldier face ; 
From his fweet domeftic Bow'r 

Where he fits with rofes crowa'd 
Honour bids the Hero tow'r 
Hear her in the trumpet's found* 

\Ex€unf. 
Czar, (advancing Meet you in a defart ! ex- 
cept the punifhing your private^ fair advocate, my 
foul could'nt receive a greater tranfport. Suffer 
royfclf to be decoy'd from the path of glory, by 
attachment to a fmiling wanton ! yet if ihe Joves 
him her conftancy is noble. What's here ? {look-^ 
ing at ihe lifter which Philip bad left on the table) 
Michael hofi! dircded to me by my afibmed 
name, {opens it and reads) " Sir, The ceofure of 
*^ my Sovereigo I abide^ but no other man on 

«* earth 
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'' earth Ihall wrong me or mine^ my d[efi?ns zd^ 
*^ mit of no delay, in two hours henee I mall be 
** at the weft end of Greenwich Park, where I ex-* 
<« peft you'll anfwer with your f word— Lefort.*'— 
I don't "know the ground of this quarrel with me» 
as MichaelhoflF, unlefs it be to contend with me 
for the heart of Ottokefa, difpute th«t with him 
and all mankind I will — this is the wiih of my 
foul, in.^ving him his revenge now I can take 
my own. 

Rt'-enter Philip. 

Phil Old Applejack's ftriding thro' the field 
after me was for no good — lucky I gave him the 
double round the hedge, but where the plague 
could 1 have left the letter my matter gave nie to 
.give this Michaelhoff, {perceiving the Czar) Eh 
what great ftrange fellow's this in our houfe 
(Am^/ at the letter in the Czars* s band) why by the 
lord this is the very — then I fuppofe you've read 
that? 

Czar. I have. 

Phil. Then perhaps you open'd it too ? 

Czar. I did^ 

PbiL You did j then you did a confounded 
impudent thing to open and read another man's 
letter. 

Czar. It's mine — my name is Michaelhbflf. 

Phil. Oh, then as I have delivered you the 
letter by your own hand, you'll give rtie an 
amfwer. 

Czar. Tell the gentleman, I fhall be ready to 
give him what he demands. 
• Phil. Give it me, and Til keep it for him. 

Czar^ Follovv him with my anfwer, or I'll 
crufli you to atoms. 

Phil. Yes, Sir. {frightened) 

Qcar. 
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Czar. Say, PII meet him. — Go ! 
PhiU Yes, yes. Sir. [Exit,terriJlecL 

Czar. I burn to cbaftife the rival in my lovt^ 
and the rebel to my authority. 

AIR-^CZAR. 

Welcome liberty and joy • 
From me Cupid, Idle boy! 
Lead the fair one in thy hand 
Reafon bids obey command. 
Let her take the frolic wile 
Scornful frown and winning fmile/ , 
But the frowns no more alarm 
Where the fmile has loft its charm^ 
Yet I ilill allow thee fair 
Tho' deceit I muft not bear. 

Come Minerva blue ey'd maid 
Bring lov'd fcience to mine aid, 
Polifii'd manners, artrefin'd 
Soft embellifliments of mind, 
Rays from thy bright burnifli'd helm 
Chafe rude darknefs from my realai 
Next oh lend a pond'rous fpear. 
Such as Mars himfelf might bear 9 
Subjects wild to ciWIize 
And the foreign foe chaflife. 



SGENE IV; andlaj, 
Greenwich Park. 

Enter Col. Lefort, (/A regifnentals). 

Col. L. I hope this Michaelhoff will anfWer 
my chiillenge-^X repent having entrufted it to 
Philip. — It's near the time. — For Greenwich 
Park, this feems the moft remote part I cou'd 
have fixed on. It appears^ this Michaelhoff 
\% the fervile follower of Prince Mcnzikofif^ 

a villlain 
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a villaio I that wouM bafely wrong fny fifter^ 
and build his fortune on delivering me lup to the 
Cawu- i but my fword-— 

AIR.— CoL. Lefort. 

VengetQce for a people's wrongi« 
To the foldier's ann belongs ; 
Yet while fame records his deeds. 
And he for his eoaotry bleeds; 
Lee him, whilft the fvtrord he draws» 
Jn the great, the general caufe ; 
Coards the honour of a throne^ 
I^ him ilill proteft his own. 

Hz, ! I hear foocfteps-«-He comes->« 

pn/fr tffi C?AR> (m regal drtfs.) 

The Czar 1 

Czar. You fcnt me a chaUenge— Fm here to 
grour hour-*— Draw« (Draws) 

CoL L. Sir, ) never dared 

Czar. Lefort, I am MichaelhoflF: on the fpot 
where our difp^te arofe, I was vour Sovereign, 
and confiftent with the duty ot a fubjeft, you 
(Could not then claim the right of a foldier— now 
I am out of my dominions wp're upon equal terms. 
If the Emperor wrpng'd you, tijc man offers you 
reparation. 

CoL L. Oh, Sir, fee before you a broken fpi- 
rit, a heart flaw'd by adverfity ; under your dit 
pleafure, my life has been a burthen. Take it—^ 
{Kneels.) 

Enter Ottokesa, ^/r^CoMMODoas Swivbl. 

Otto. Ah, MichaelhofF! Would you kill my 
brother ? 
vot. III. c c Czar^ 
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Czar. How, Madam! Lcfort your brother? 
Then have I wrong*d you, my Ottokefii. 

Otto, Unkind lover, raife him to your hcartj 
for he's worthy your eftpem. 

CoL L. Sir, pardon my filler, tho* Ihe lov'4 
you as the man Ihe fiippos'd you to be, her 
thoughts never afpired to the hand of her Sove* 
reign, 

Otto^ Sovereign ! 

Czar. But ftill your faithful MichaelofF, a title 
which I glory in more this inftant than the Em- 
peror of Mufcovy. 

Otto, Amaz'd with awe! Yet why Ihould I 
endeavour to conceal my humble, yet prefump* 
tuous hope—Oh^ Sir, your difpieafurc has (how- 
cred woes on us both, but one word feals my 
happinefs — pardon my brother. 

C^ar. If he'll forgive me, and reftorc me to my 
enflgncy in his regiment, my future conduct ihaJl 
be an example of obedience even to a drummer* 
(^4>«y^i)-^and was it then for Lefort himfelf 
I gave you the dil'charge ? {to Olto) At the very 
tiipe I fought his life-^I blufli for my vindidiv? 
fpirit— ^and your poor Artift too, whofc works I 
fo much admired, {^o the Commodore) 

Com^ Ay, 1 hop*d his merit, and your geno- 
Tofity, Sir, might moor you both again in the har- 
bour of Friend Ihip. 

Otto, Ah, Commodore ; war is your concern ; 
you k^ ^ lady is the bcft pcacc-.-maker. 

Enter Count Couvamski. 

Cot/. Flutes, fiddles, hautboys, inundations of 
melodious founds to drown the loul in harmony. 
I'm come to beg your Majcfty will honour my 
wedding with your royal prefence, and here comes 

my 
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}ft\y fuper-elegant bride — I know Ihe'U refufe me^ 
fol may venture, (afide) 

Enter EhLEji. 

Otto. Ellen ! my cloaths I think.—— 

Czar. Madam give me leave to prefent ybU 
to-— 

Ellen. To your nephew the footman. I beg to 
be excufedy Mr. Toby the butler. 

Cou. And you really won't have me, I dread* 
ed this cruel 'ftroke of fate. 

Czar. Then Madam you releafe him from his 
vows? 

iGw. Oh yes, we^re all free— now if I cou'd 
but find my little fempftrefs^ the throw out of 
marriage fecures her to me. (ajide) Sir flnce this 
lovely goddefs rejeAs my fupplications, there is 
z certain young girl.^ cunfefs ihe is only an 
humble milliner — Love has brought down my 
fpirit. — If your Highnefs would grant your fanc- 
tion for our union — — 

Czar. Hold Count ; Firft pay homage to th6 
future partner of my Empire, {jprefenting Ottokeja^ 
Count Couvanjki kneels to her) 

Otto. How 1 the dignified Count Couvanlki 
kneeling to the *' humble little milliner". 

j&L Ha, ha, ha! 

Cou. You Madam ! — Is it poffible ?— *Whac the 
devil 1 — Marry her ! — Can he know Lefort's her 
brother. My gracious Lord you muft be igno- 
rant the lady is fifter to Colonel Lefort. 

Czar. Here Couvaniki is Lefort himfelf. 

Cou. That Lefort! and reconcird !~Wcll this 
is the moft miraculous — but who is this thea 
that 1 hate been taking for the Colonel, 

c#« ^nter 
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£;r/«r Philip m bis own dre/s, kd prifomr by Mfti 
and Mils* A?M.EjACK and Nib. 

Apple. Hefe your Hi^hncft, I deliver up the 
traitor Colonel, and clainira htindred pounas re- 
"Cirard for apprehending hinij for 1 was obliged to 
do it all over agafin tbank3 to that icampering 
Count. 

Cou. Ghy you'lt get the hundred pounds re-* 
ward. Ha, ha, ha! 

Apple. Yes I will, and TU be rehnburs'd all the 
teoney I laid out for hiOk 

Ou: Theu you laid out a deal of money for 
him. Ha. ha, ha! 

yfyple. Why he drank a matfer of two dozes 
of Cbampaigne on me. 
Cou. Charmpaigne. The Juffice is bit. 
Col. L. Why, what have you done now poo< 
Philip? • 

Phil. Nothing good matter, fo pray have me 
undone. (j>oints ia the cords on his arms) 
Apple. What do your mean by Philip ? 
Cou. Why dim't you. hear that*s poor Philip 
that has drank your Champaiglie ? 

Apple. I fay that he mayn't be refcued any 
more, ftep over the tedious procefs of trial by 
jury, and hang him up at once : The Emperor 
of Morocco's ambaflador cut off his flave's head 
m Piccadilly, and why may not you Royal Sir ? 
Pbil. Nelly, are you forry for me? 
Ellen. Tes, Philip i when I thought you fine^ 
I didn't think of you at all ; but now I fee you 
in trouble i 1 feel I truly love you. 

Pbil. So then the only proof of your love it 
Aiy trouble^ 
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Apple. What is he really not the Colonel— Am 
1 to be chous'd out of my hundred pounds ! Is 
liobody to be hang'd ? 

PbiL Hatig yourfclf. 

Apple. Fire and combuftibles^ this th^ cele^ 
brated incendiary that has led me over hedge 
and ditch— ^O you Will-o-the Wifp ! But Sir, 
for my zeal, mayn^t I have the honor of kiffiog 
your Majefty's hand on fome pretty poft ? 

Czar. Wbat» lalute *< the fin of a grampus*'^ ? 

Applet (looking at the Czar) *Tis he, the prince 
of carpenter's ! 

Czar. That I fliould baniih fuch talents to find 
them abroad, {to Colonel Lefort) Count, by youf 
falfe purfuit of London pleafures, you've ga- 
thered weeds ih a flower garden — moft contempt- 
ible, the degenerate noble who plumes himfelf 
upon the illuftrious anions of his anceflors ; buc 
the man who by his own worth rifes from a pri. 
Tate ftation, gives nobility its truelt iuftre, the 
dignity of merit.— Codimodore, fliou'd any of 
my fucceflbrs forget that 'tis to Britain they owe 
their firft fpark of Naval Glory, may Britifh 
thunder punifii their ingratitude. — Come now my 
amiable Uttokefa, let me Ihew the Englifli Court, 
that it's my pride, to bid you ihare a Throne 
yOur virtues mud adorn. 

^ FINALE* 

Ottokesa. 

Life flicws Spring reviving* wiat^r to defbdy^ 
But it's happy fummer, friends ; 16t's now enjoyj 
See the intrepid H wo to eaoh ill refigned* 
Tien never fading wreaths his temples bhid. 

Let 
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J^et voice and heart be gzy. 
Let pleafure crown the day» 
And raife the jocund lay. 

CHORUS. 

Let voice and heart, $cc: 

Ellen. 

Gad^a-mercy, Matter Philip, if you wont. 

Another will you know ; 
Whatpray, Sir, do you mean, you cap'ring Cpunti 
To ufc a woman fo ? . 
Wou'd you'd never knew me. 
Sure you came to woo me« 
Only to undo me, 
Pevil's in the beau \ 

Philip. 

Put a finger in an eye, poor Nelly, 

And has it loft it's Doll ? 
When I've got a bottle in my pate. 
Perhaps I'll at your window call. 
When I chufeto drop in. 
Or, my cyc-brow pop in. 
Da not let that Fop in. 
Pretty little Poll. 

CoL. Lefort. 

Life fliews fpring reviving. 

Winter to deftroy, 
Butit's fmiling fummer. 

Friends, let's now enjoy. 
As happy be our gay amufemettts feen. 
As ruftic gambols on the dewy green. 

CHORUS. 

Let voice and heart/ kc. 

Cot. 
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Com. SwivEL. 

P^er oar nuptial banqaet, tho' innocence prefide* 
Yet to merry Momns we'll throw the portal wide. 

CZA&. 

Maids all rofy blnihing flit the mazy round, 
I^Mther footed pleafure lightly trip the ground* 

CHORUS. 

Let voice and heart, &c. 

Mrs* Applejack. 

What the deuce, my dainty Madam Slip-flop, 
Js your fine new coach broke down ? 

Count Couvanski. 

Pem'me too fevere upon my quondam, 

Mifs Maraud don't dare to frown, (to Jfflejack) 

Applejack. 

HarkVe> little crack hemp, if you'll marry Nell 
A noble hundred pound. 

Philip. 

h it the reward for taking me pray tell 
My little fly blood hound. 
I'll, my little trimbo 
With my arm a kimbo 
Shove you into limbo* 

'Sblood if here you're found* 

Ottokesa. 

Mantling cheeks, eyes fparklc, wit fhall point the jeft» 
At the feaft of reafon, love's a welcome guefli 
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0*er our higheft hUfft$p tears of pity flow, 

And prove the nobleft Joy's to lieai anothen wot* 

CHORUS. 

Let voice and heart be gay« 
)^et pleafure crpWA the 4ay« 
And raif(p the jocoimI lay. 



THf, Eli9» 
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THE 

LONDON HERMIT; 

OR, 

RAMBLES IN DORSETSHIRE. 



A C T I. 
SCENE L 



B^e a Qnmtry Inn and great Gates lea£ng to 
Whimmy's Houfe. 

Enter Barleycorn, {frtm the Inn.) 
Baklpycqrn* 

Toby, Toby Thatch ! what doft ftud epipbg 
about there ? 

Enter Toby. 

Toby. Been up hill to look towards great road. 

Bar, Any carriages comiug ? 

Toby. Fiae coach and four horfes—a high 
thing-o-me-chay-^a phaeton (I think they call 
it)~and a whiikey*me-^g. 

D D 2 Bar. 
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Bar. And tbcre*8 a boat full of company juft 
put in at the cove, all to fee 'Squire Whiminy's 
improvements-^Thcn there's our poney-race. 
Dang my buttons, we (ball have a houfe full to- 
day. What a donkey wa» I to let that daughter 
of mine go gadding to Blandford. Company 
flocking, — and my child^ that ought to have my 
iatereil at heart, when (he (hou'd be preparing 
entertainment for the ^uefts, mayhap, ihe's novr 
gawking over a race-coiirfe. 

Tohy. And all the buiinefs left upon I. 

Jiar. Always grumbling, you idle rafcal. 

Toby. "Well, i've more trades than the befl: idle 
rafcal in all England. I bes waiter and attend 
the company, as ofiler I w^its on horfes ; I painty 
the names on the fmuggters* boats ; I plays the 
fiddle at church ; I'm a tight lockfmith ; I'm a 
bit'n of par i(h constable; and fDr walking on mef- 
j&gcs to Weymouth, Blandford, Corfe, Poole, 
6r Wareham, I'm allow'd to be. as fmart a foot- 
pad as any in the county of Dorfet. {Laughing 
without.^ There's the 'Squire's farvants within, 
ha ! ha ! ha ! — they have rare flingo at home, 
and yet come drinking our tapla(h. I'll go farve 

*em {going) but there's their mafter come 

upon 'em ;^he's in jj mortifli fury with fom'at. 

Bar. Dang my buttons \ This daughter of 
mine not come home yet, and here the houfe 
now chuck full. 

ToLy. ril run and fee ; for I warrants Kitty 
will bring honhe fome fine ballads., {afide) 

Bar. Our fubfcriptior/s not full to buy the 

Clvef cup; and the folks are already gaping for 

the race. Take you the paper about and V^ what 

the company will give toward^ it. 

'^loly. 1 wool, [Exit. 

Bar. 
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35tfr. My daughter Kitty ! This is letting her 
jro fee relations — " Do now, Coufin Barley- 
•< corn— Kitty muft fpend a day or two with us 
<* at our races (he'll fee all the new fafliionsj* 
Then, its " Mifs Kitty, and, Mifs Kitty muft 
** have fooie divarfion, and Mifs Kitty muft 
*• drink tea with us, and Mifs Kitty muft walk 
*' in Brianfton Meadows, and Mifs Kitty mutt 
« dance at the Ball at the Greyhound." But Til 
walk and dance her ! Promised to fend h^r home 
to me iaft night, and here this is Wednefday. 
Inftead of browA mugs for the company, I might 
have filver tankards for the money I've laid out 
upon her cloaths. Ohl thefe women with their 
eauzes, flippeties, top^^knots ai^d what-nots— 
^h J — the 'Squire — feems in a woundy paffion, 

Znttr Whimmy. 

Whim. You, firrah ! did I not build this inn 
here for you at the very entrance of my improve- 
ments ? Did not I put you and your family into 
it, and an't you getting money here as if you 
<oin*d it ? Is it not a bean-garden*, that Tvc 
turn'd you into ; and an*t you fattening in it, 
like a bafe ungrateful great boar as you arc. 

£«r« Great boar ! I don't underlland what 
your honour would be at. 

Whim. Here, qn the very day that I have appro- 
priated to oblige the world of tafte and fiifhion, 
byihowing theni my houfe, pictures, gardens, 
and improvements, you muft fix your twopenny 
poney-race. 

' Bar. 1 did it to draw company to the village* 

Wbtm. 
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IFUm. Yes, to your own paltry alehoufej yoo 
fordid clod. 

Bar. Improvements !— Who'd come to yicw 
your improvemenrs. Sin if they w'an'c furc of a 
good dinner from me i If they can eat marvel and 
drink water, they may feaft upon your improve-- 
ments; but after all their eye-gluttony in yottr 
gardens, their palates ure ready enough for a 
Mcotch-collop at the Red Lion. Here, you Toby, 
why don't you mind the company, (calling bff) 
Dang my buttons !-— Landlord 1 — Big boar*-*Pay 
his rent« • \Exit mutiering. 

Whim. Here's plebian gratitude ! — Oh ! plague 
of the fingers that fign'd your lealc. 

Pranks, {wiib&ui) No, no»<^-*rU walk iip to 
"Whimmy's. 

Enter Pranks. 

Oh ! why he's here— How d'ye do, Dick?— 
Found you out, eh ! 

IVhim. My name is Richard. — What! the 
friend of njy youth, Billy Pranks \—{aJid€) Now 
Ihall 1 be twitted with former favours, and 1 don*c 
like that. 

Pranks. So, youVe pick'd up the mocufles in 
the Indies ! Pack'd up, came oven— Never look'd 
after me. 

Whim. I alk'd every body after you. 

Pranks. What ! I fuppofe you alk'd King Charles, 
at Charing-crofs; — ^Nobody about 'Change could 
tell of William Pranks, the banker of Lombard- 
llreet.? You hound, I was your friend when you 
hadn't another. 

r^bim. Hound, what's the matter with you ? 

Wou'd 
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Wou^d you have me advcrtife or fend the bellmait 
about to cry you ? 

Pranks. You're moft plaguily alcer'd for the 
worfe. How's your daughter ? fine giil I hear i 
wonder'd at it, when 1 thought of ypur phiz. 

IVhim. As civil as ever. 

Pranks. You fliall give her to my hephcw, the 
greateft rc^ue in England. 

Wbim. Why there nuy be finer girls than mjr 
daughter, yet I think (he's too good for a rogue. 

Pranks. Where did you make your fortune? 

Wbim. You know in the Indies to be fure. 
{cfide) If I had millions this, frllow dill overawet 
me, that I'm a mere moufe before him. 

Pranks. I fcorn to remind you 5 — but you owe 
all that fortune to me. 

Wbim. {afide) 'Twill be long enough before I 
repay you. 

Pranks. Only think of all the good things IVc 
done for you. Didn't I fufFer you to write for 
me from fix in the morning to icven at nighty 
locked you up, and fed you upon bread and cheefe^ 
to (harpen your induftry upon the grindftone of 
neceffity. 

Wbim. Yes; you did keep me to the griad- 
fione* 

Pranks. Wasn't it I got you out to Bombay in 
the refpc&able line of a guinea-pig ? Didn't I 
procure for you letters to the governor and gene- 
ral officers ? Didn't I write myklf, *^ This young 
^^ nrian, the bearer, is a prudent lad, that will 
<* do all your dirty work?" 

Wkim. Certainly, your letter did me great 
honour. ' ' 

Pranks. Didn't you derive aU your intereft from 
a pamphlet that I wrote, and gave you the credit 

of. 
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of, tho* 1 thought 'twou'd bring the author to tfat 
pillory ? 

Wbim. You were very kind. 

Pranks* Didn't I, to give you notoriety, fpur 
you on to kick, the captain that horfewhip'd the 
duke on the race-ground, tho* I was furc he'd blow 
your ear oflF for it. 

fVhim. I acknowledge all your goodnefs. 

Pranks. Then give your daughter to my ne- 
phew; they fhall have ew;ry penny I'm worth 
when i die. 

fVbim. Aye; but there *s danger of your living 
a great while, Billy. 

Pranks. What I are you afraid of it you goldca 
calf? . ^ 

Whim. Where is your nephew ? 

Pranks. He was in the Temple ; is now in the 
Kings Bench i he does't know it, but it's I that 
kcrp him there, to make him, from a dread ot 
confinement, avoid running in debt. Shan't give 
binrxtwo fixpcnces, unlcfs he marries your daughter* 

Whim. Aye; but I've promis'd her to a good 
young mnn in the neighbourhood here, who has 
made the tour of Europe. Ah ! Mr. Peregrine 
brouglic home tatte enough to lay out my gardens, 
difpofe my ft^tues, and make yon fpot the feat of 
viiru and elegance. 

Pranks, {afidt) Got his money like a knavc^ 
and now fpcnds it like a fool. 

Whim. Not half an hour fince I aftually pro-* 
mis'd Mr. Peregrine that he ihould marry Diaa 
tomorrow. 

Pranks. But, don't you recollcft a prior pro- 
mile to me ? Didn't you engage if you ever made 
a fortune and had a child, my next a-kin fhpu'd 
have both I 

Whim. 
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. Whim. Aye ; but Peregrine will flipot me if I 
Weak my word to him. 

Pranks. Break ic with me> and Til cut your 
Wizen. 

Whim. Oh dear! Tm brought into thi$ di« 
lemma by my bad memory. Harkye> Billv» I'll 
make Peregrine waity on pretext that his conftancy 
fnuft be tried. — Yes> I'll fend him to travel again 
for five years. 

Pranks. Inftead of marriage, let him go to« 
morrow. 

fFbitn. Aye ; but on his return he'll claim my 
promife. 

Pranks. Pfliaw ! — his back turn'd, my nephew 
will be herejj — I've already fent for hira ; Tom's a 
fprighcly blade, montlrous wicked tho*. — Is this 
t-be entrance to your grounds? j 

fVbim. Yes, I've cranfported Italy into England. 

Pranks. Italy ! 

IVbim. Here you'll fee gardens. 

Pranks. I've a garden ac Brixton Caufeway. 

JVhim. Such bananas — then my hot-houfe— 
hidf a dozen fuch peaches laft Chriftmas I upon a 
fum upj the rearing will coft me two guineas a 
piece. 

Pranks. For whofe eating ? 

fyhim. My own, to be j^re. 

Pranks. Old Nick jump after them; fwallow 
in a minute, what would have kept a whole fa- 
mily for a twelvemonth ! 

H^bim. Wer'n't they my own ? 

Pranks. Superfluities are not our own, whilft 
the poor want common neceflaries. When do 
you dine? 

Whim. Not till to-morrow, becaufe I refign 
my houfe and improvements to-day, to the ad- 

VOL. iiu E E miration 
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miration of a wondering public i but you Ihall 
fupwitKmej my friend. 
Pranks. Thank ye. 

Entir Barlsycork. 

Bar. Sifx Parfon Jack be making coUeAions 
for the poor fufFerers that were burnt out there at 
Minehead. He has fent the paper here^ to put 
down your worfliip*s name for a trifle. 

ff^im. I wifh Parfoi Jack would mind the bu« 
finefs of his own parifh ; what have we to do witb 
the poor of another county ? 

Pranks.' Hark ye, Dick Whimmy, in the hour 
of calamity, the unhappy of every country are our 
fcUow-citizens (gives money.) Put that down. 

Bar. Your name^ Sir ? 

Pranks. Never mind my name— If I can do 
any good, I don't want to blow a trumpet about 
it. 

fVbim. Eh ! well, as it's charity, I'll give— • 

Bar. How much, Sir ? 

Whim. V\\ give them — As I love to be modelli 
put down plain Mr. Richard Whimmy, one pound 
one. 

Bar. Y\\ give it myfelf, and dang me if youi* 
fliabby name fhall difgrace our parilh paper. 

lExit. 

Pranks* That fellow has a (bul. 

Wbim. There's a faucy villain. 

Pranks. Yes i but Dick, a fordid mind finks 8 
man into contempt, though mafter of millions. 

ff^bim. I defipc, Billy, not to hear difagreeable 
things J will you come up with me now ? No ! 
Well, you'll excufc me till fuppcr. — I muft give 
TuUy, my gardener, his leffon— and — no hermit 
got yet ! Look ! F ve advertifcd for a man to fn 

drtffcd 
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drefled up as a hermit^ in the bermiuge of my 
gardens, (pointing to an advertifement fajhdm a 
Jignpoft) 

Pranks. Dick, have a goodfupper; remember 
old times. 

Vmm. Yes» I (ball never forget bread and 
cheefe. \E^t. 

Pranks* Invites everv body to lee his gardens, 
and then the Ihy churl ineaks out of the way. Tell, 
me of carvings and paintings! I fay the beft part 
of a gentleman's hoyic is his Hitchin and wine 
cellar. 

Enter Toby. 

Toby. Shall your horfe have any oats» Sir ? 

Pranks. Yes, Sir j but if you jpleafe. Sir, I'll 
fee him eat them myfelf, Sir$ tor if the poor 
beaft is cheated, he can't eyen fummons us to a 
court of confcience. [Exit. 

Toby. Stand to look at a horfe eating corn I 
then you muft be n^ain fon^ of feeing other folks 
at dinner. [Exit. 

Enter Tom Pranks, and Kitty Barlztcorn in 
travelling drtjfes. 

Tom P. Exceedbg fine weather indeed Ma*km, 
but have you forgot any thing in the chaife. 
Kitty. Oh dear 1 yes, {/earcbing her packets. 

Enter Post Bov, 

Poft B. Mils you dropt this. [Exit. 

Kitty. My book of ballads that I bought at 
Jflandford. 

1 E ^ Tom P. 
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Tom P. A divine girl ! — but what does flit 
\irant with a book of ballads ? {afidt) — Really 
Mifs don't you go any farther ? i 

Kitty. Why no. Sir. — I hope he won't find out ! 

that my father keeps this inn here, {ajide) — Sic^ 
I wait here, and expeft my friends to fend a fer- 
vant and a horfe for me. 

Tom P. Then you*re fond of riding, I prefumei^ I 

ma'am ? 

Kitty. Yes^ Sir, with a pillion. 

Tom P. Oh !— behind a-— —Heavens ! that I 
was the happy fervant to ride before you. . I 

Kitty. Cou'dn't expeft a gentleman like you. 
Sir. — Dear, I'm afraid my father or Toby will 
come out to expofeme. (ajide) Then, Sir, you're 
going on to Weymouth ? j 

Tom P. Yes, Ma'am, my feet, head, body, 
and bands, but fny foul remains at— — ^Whai^s 
the name of this village. Ma'am ? 

Kitty. I really don't know. Sir, — though I 
was born in it. (ajide) 

Tom P. I wonder do we change horfes here, 
or get another chaife ? 

Kitty. I fancy. Sir, you change the carriage. 
I v/i{h it was ready and he'd be off, though when 
he's gone, I (hall be indeed unhappy, (afide) 

Tom P. Won't you take fome refrefhment ? 
we'd beft ilep in. — Permit me the honour of 
accompanying yog. 

Kitty, {^afide) Oh dear ! when he finds out who 
I am, he'll dcfpifc me. — Why no, Sir— my grand 
papa's fervant may be now waiting, and he's a 
very crofs crufty grumps, if he'd fee a gentle- 
man with me. 

Tern P. Then, Madam, tho' a moment*s con- 
ference with you wou'd give me the higheft feli.. 

city 
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city yet my tntrufion fliall not be the means of 
your incurring the difpleafure of pour frieDds. 

Kitty. Sir, you're exceedingly polite-«i»Hovr 
genteel, kind and generous ! He muil be fome 
very great gentleman, {ajtde) Sir, tho' your 
horle ^as'nt luccefsful at Blandford races, I hope 
it won't have any effe£l upon the pleafautry of 
your temper ? 

Tom P. Oh ! Ma'am, I loft only a couple of 
thoufands on it— A mere nothing — Tho' it hasn't 
left me another guinea in the world. £h ! what's 
going on yonder up the hill ? a lace 1 believe. 

Kitty. Yes, Sir, for the filvcr cup. — Dear I 
What a fine thing 'twou'd be for father to win 
it. Cur parlour cuftomers love to drink out of 
filvcr. 

Tom P, Cuftomers ! 

, K/*ty. {afide and confufed) Oh, Lud ! — I mean. 
Sir — my papa — likes a race. Sir, your muft 
obedient humble fervant. 

Tom P. Madam, {they part with ceremony and 
iendemefs). \^Exit Kitty into the imfe. 

Oh, by Heavens ! ftie's a cherubim ! a good 
fortune, I dare fay— thinks me rolling in gold. 
Ah ! Ihe'll be in all the falhionable blaze of Wey-* 
mouth, and fliou'd 1 fee her, I muft fneak out 
©f the way with my empty pockets. 

Enter Peregrine. 

Pere. I was right enough — ^'tis Tom Pranks. 

Tom P. What! my worthy Cambridge Jofanian^ 
George Peregrine ? ah ! how d'ye do ? 

Pere. But Tom, what has brought you here ? 
what are you on ? 

lorn P. 
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Tern P- I'm on air, fire ! Are you on a vifit 
bcre? 

Peri. Vifit! no, at home; Tve a fort of a 
little lodge hard by, at which I fhall be very hap« 
]^y to fee you ; but, come, what brought yoa 
down here ? To fee Mr. Whimmy's gardens ? 

Tom P. Whimroy ! who's he ? No, you can't 
conceive what a variety of high — ^low — jack«*— 
and game, fince the morning we parted at the 
Crown and Anchor, you in a poft-chaife for Do- 
ver : I in a phaeton for Newmarket, Juft run a 
horfe at Blandford — ^loft — beft of the fun, Vm at 
this moment a prifoner in the King's Bench. 

Pere. A prifoner in the King's Bench, and a 
hundred and twenty two miles from town ? Why 
Tom, you've Ikipp'd out of bounds indeed ! 

Tom P. You may fuppofc, Geoi|(e^ that my 
expence^ far exceeded my uncle's allowance; 
thought to help out by a lucky hit now and then, 
fo bought a blood mare at Tatterfalls, had her 
put into training, then entered for the plate at 
Blandford— a beautiful thing — the crack of the 
courfe — but before the meeting, a few pofitive 
mechanical rafcals thruft uie into the King's Bench^ 
where I liv'd as nobly as a newfpaper writer in 
for a libe].— Muft go to Blandford though, fo 
procured the rules, and in hopes the turf could 
bring me in money enough to pay my debts, off 
1 fpank*d for Dorfetfliire, and, .fpite of infor- 
incrs appear'd on the courfe. The opinion feemed 
all in favour of my mare ; but like a curfed 
green-horn, I withdrew her from the plate, and 
made a by-macch to run her againd Lord Skel- 
tcr's Sour-crout, to ride ourfelves — but after the 
&ft rouod;^ rny infernal groom told me I ^rried 

too 
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%oo much wdgbt, flung pirt away, came in firft; 
but my Lord iofiftcd on our being again weighed^ 
I was too light by a pound and an half, Co that 
though I won, I loft the race ; two thoufand td 
his Lordihip i in flioit every guinea of a full five 
thoufand that an honeil methodift preacher^ my 
landlord in the rules^ r atfed to equip me for the 
expedition. 

Pere. Ah, Tom ! I thought when you and I 
were at Cambrid?e together, your fcampers to 
Newmarket would turn to this at laft. 

fm p. Certainly it's life, my boy. — ^You wcrt 
always a dead fag, and 1 was a blood« You 
know 1 never could prevail on you, even then, 
to make one of our coxophilite club« 

Pere. But where are you going now ? 

Tom P. Can you tell me ? Dcm'me if I can tell 
you. — Sir, I was diftreffed— diftracted. 

Pere. Ay ! but Tom, your mare^ — as Ihc 
won — - 

Tom P. Shc*s gone ; fold her for five hundred^ 
went to dinner, tuck*d three bottles under my 
girdle— hopp'd ofFas fleady as old time to the 
aifembly, laughed at the minuets — tol lol, ad-* 
journ*d to a fnug hazard party— loft every face-^ 
roli'd into the ftreet at eight in the morning— « 
faw a carriage at the Greyhound door-^pretty 
girl all alone— finding it was a return chaife, ftept 
in without knowing whither bound-^had a mod: 
deledtable chat— a lovely creature — fingle — hi-* 
ther we've come — fhe's there— I'm here— -(he's 
an angel with a great fortune-^rm a dog with- 
out the price of a collar. 

Pere. Ha ! ha ! ha 1 Well this is a moft curi- 
ous detail of your adventures^ But Ton you 

hav'n't 
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kav'n't beard, perhaps, Vm going to be married 
to the beirefs of this eftate. 

Tom P. Indeed I this is your muzzing for z 
fellowihip. 

Pere. But won't you return to the King's 
Bench? 

Tarn P. No ! can't do that ; they'd never let 
one out again, 

Pere. Yes ; but if you're found out here, it 
will be worfe : what will you do ? 

Tom P. What will I do ? Piha I youVe always 
putctog me to the mathematics : fling by your 
Euclid, and you tell me what ihall I do. 

Pere. Ha ! ha ! ha I the very thing for you> 
Tom, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Tom P. Plague of your fneer ; what are you 
ate 

Pere. Read that paper. 

Tom Pn Paper ! {reads the advertifemetit) " A 
*^ liberal offer.— Wanted a perfon to fit drefled 
** as a hermit in the hermitage of very capi- 
*' tal gardens : on condition of his attendance 
*^ for five years, he will be entitled to a gratuity 
^* of one choufand pounds, and three hundred a 
** year for the remainder of his life. — For parti- 
«* culars inquire within." — Eh I what's all thitf 
about } Hermit ! 

Pere. Tom, don't you think fitting in the her- 
mitage preferable to a coop in the King's Bench. 
Suppofe you apply for this. 

Tom P. Me ! what I turn hermit ?-r— Poh, non* 
fenfe ! a high go, faith. 

Pere. Will your uncle pay your debts ? 

Tom P. He ! Pvc got a hint 'twas he threw mc 
into prifon.— No ! 1 never Ihall touch an ounce 
of his. 

Pere^ 
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Fere. A th6ulaxid guineas-^three hundred a 
year for life ! 

Tim P. Oh ! but how would it tell among 
one's friends ? mine are all bucks* 

P^re. While you can keep pace with them in 
fla(h and expence : but driven into a corner by 
ficknefs or poverty, there they leave you* 

T^m P. Three hundred a year— « 

Pere. If you think it an objeA^ TU anfwer for 
your getting the fituation. 

Tom P. What eKc can I do ? for when I came 
Into this village, I didn't know which way to 
turn my face ; back to London I cannot go } Pll 
have it— ^a thoufand ! three hundred a year ! I'll 
have it. 

Pere, No, but ftop'^can I believe that you'd 
continue five years in folitude ? 

Tom P. Be independent of uncle^— drefs'd up 
in a gown and long beard, dam'me, I'll be a fine 
old teild'fheaded buok-^befides the cbadge in my 
perfoQ, if the marlhal (liouM fend conftables 
down here after me — the very thing 1 

Pere. Then I'll introduce you. Stop in the 
houfe afew nunutes, and I'P a^cquaint Mr. Whim« 
my. • 

Tom P. Do teU him TU be a hermit, a pilgrim* 

{MO 

** In penance for pad folly, 
*J A pilgrim blythe and jolly," 

[hceuntm 
{Tom Pranks gofs into the boufe^ 
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SCENE ir, . 

J Room in the Inn. 

Enter Bakl£YCOrk» ^ 

Bar. Oh ! the gentlefolks that came from 
Weymouth by Water \ they fepm to have got ^ 
fouung« 
Poz. (without) All your fault, Mr. Bite. ^ 
Bite, (wtbout) Mine ! 'twas your's, Mr. Poz. 

Enter Poz and Bite. 

Poz. You know you wouldn't let the fail be up. 

Bite. If it had^ we fhou'd have tipp*d over, 
been knocked againfi Durdle Door rock, as they 
call it. 

Poz. I know better; we fliou'd have Ikim'd like 
a fwallow— boxing about three hours in dabbling 
oars. We came upon a party of pleafure, and 
had nothing but c'rofles and wrangling. Keep 
your temper like Mr. Apathy yonder. 

Bite. Aye ! Becaufe Mr. Apathy is a man of 
fafhion ; his ablerit infipidity is thought agreeable. 
He don't feem to know whether he has e^thef 
fenfes or facuUies,^ fpr he doesn't put one of them 
to its proper ufe; in ftepping on ftigtc, he dalhes 
one leg into the water^ and with the other, fhoves 
the boat back again^ and fets the ladies a (hriek- 
ing. 



Enter Apathy. 
jfya. And this is ap^rfy of pleafure. 



Bite. 
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Bii^. Droll enough^ Mr. Apathy^ your mak« 
ing one of it — Looking ^bout on the pier at Wey- 
mouth-^^ you hand one of our ladies into the boat^ 
ilep in after her, off we put, and here you are. 

Bar. Do you dine here, gentleman ? 

Apa. No> I've a party to dine with meat Gibbs, 
Portland Arms. 

Poz. Then you'll get there about 7 o'clock to- 
morrow night. 

£Ue. But we fliou'dn't have left the ladies. 

Afa. Mrs. Anynun wont long leave us. 

Enter Mrs. Anyman. 

Mri. A. Oh you treatiikre ! to pu(h us out to fea 
again, but I mud take your arm Apathy. 

Apa. Ma'am you do me honor. {jTawns^ and 
walks atuay) - 

Poz. Ha ! ha 1 ha ! Mrs. Anyman, don't you 
think Mrs. Dainty is a moft agreeable woman ? 

Mrs. A. All affectation ! With the eonftitutioa 
of a life-guard -man, fhe pretends to be as delicate 
as a fine thing made for a fhew glafs. 

Enter Mrs. Dainty. 

Mrs. D. Oh I fliall faint ! my nerves arc in 
fuch a ftate 1 Water cxcurfion ! Horrid ! ttds is 
feme vulgar club room, I fuppofe. 

Bite. And this the prefident's chair. 

Poz. Aye, it juft fuits a fat beadle. 

Apa. So it does. Will you pleafe to fit. Ma'am, 
(hands it to Mrs. Dainty.) 

Mrs. jD. O^ me a great chair, indeed. 

r f 2 Enter 
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Enter Kitty. 

Kitty. Oh! that dear fweet gentlenian<--*from 
his having fuch fine runniDg horfe^ he muft be 
certainly tomt great Tquire. Heigh, ho ! {Jits) 

Mrs. A. Pray do you know this young lady ? 

('/(I Barleycorn) 

Bite. Mifs, will you take a glafs of n^us ? 

Bar. I ax pardon*. Mifs, will you be kind 
enough to go boil the lobfters for the company i 
Dang a>y buttons, this is letting you go to Bland- 
ford races— ril buy riding habits and frather'd 
hats for you— go put on your white apron — there's 
the keys*— get along. 

Kit^. I mall father; don't be angry. As that 
charming gentleman doesn't fee aie in this mean 
iituation) 1 don't care what any body elfe thinks 
of me; but he's far off by this, (afiiie) What 
wou'd you pleafe to have, ladies?— Father, I 
hope the gentlemen haven't been long waiting. I'll 
look to every thing myfelf, father ; don't make 
yourfelf uneafy- {Exit. 

Mrs. A. Oh ! then good man, that is your 
daughter ? 

Bar. Yes, ma'am. 

Mrs. D. Yoii (hou'dn't fuffcr her to give her- 
felf fuch airs before people. 

Bar. True ma'am, that's all along of an aunt 
of her moiher's-i^leaving her a little budget of 
TOoncy — makes the faucy flut independent of me. 

Enter Tom Pra^kSj flem and ramimUing. 

Tom. P. This charming young lady-^ut (he's 
by this with her friend&---^ohj company I I fear I 
intrude ? 

Poz. 
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Poz. No> Sir, we dine in this room ; but wt 
were juft on the wing t^ fte the gardens. 

Enter a Woman. 

fFman. (to Tom Pranks) Matter, I bc*& poor 
woman, brings filh to Blandford; Mrs. Pooley^ 
at the Greyhound, ftnds you this, you had forgot 
there, (lays a /mall valife on tbe table) 

Tom. P. Yes, faith, here's my jockey drefs— * 
there you beauty, (^gives money) [Exit womatu 

Enter Ton v. 

Toby. If one of you gentlefolks be called 
Lawyer Poz, and be come from London to breed 
difturbances, there's a nion would talk with you. 

Poz. Any man that talks to me, mult pay for 
my talking to him. Where is he ? 

[£x//, Toly follows. 

Mrs. D. Mr. Poz to conne out upon pleafure^ 
and then ^to quit his party for bufinefs ? 

Bite. Bufincfs ! Why ma'am he charged mc 
fix and eight pence for only inviting him to dine 
with me, becaufe I happened, in the courfc of 
converfation, to alk whether I cou'd recover da« 
mages of Brigadier Bounce, for running his thumb 
in my wife's eye, whilft we were all fSlaying blind* 
man's buff together. 

Tom. P. Landlord, who were thofe ladies I met 
juft now at the door, one was the fineft woman 
my eyeS ever beheld. 

Mrs. A. Sir, you Ihould always except the 
prefcnt company. 

Tom P. Madamj I afk pardQn--*and the other 

the 
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the nioft ordinary woman I ever faw, (^iows) 
the prefent company excepted* 

J^;;^|aI.! Shocking! 

Jpa. I like a party of pleafare^ come madam. 
{X^k^s Barleycorn by the hand.) 

[Exeunt all but^ Tom Pranks^ 

Tm P. I rccolleft this Attorney Po2^ and a 
very litigious fcoundrel he is too. Let's confix 
dcr a little on this hermit bufmefs — Yes — ^I'll 
do*t — five years — ^IMl try it however — I think 
Peregrine would lend me a fuppiy— but borrow-^ 
ing n^oney of a friend.-^NO) in neceflity, give 
me the money-lending ^per, whom I pay for bis 
kindnefsi and look fuU m the face^ whilft I pocket 
his cafh. Tm curfedly low. Eh ! they fell wine 
in this houfe I fuppofe— waiter ! {rings and throws 
bimfelfinajeat) 

Enter Kitty, {in a plain dre/s^ with a glajs in her 
hand.) 

Kitty. Did you pleafe to call, Sir ? is this wine 
und water for you. Sir ? — Oh^ lord ! I (hall fink 
with fhame. {ajide) 

Tom. P. My dear, if you pleafe to get tnc— - 
Eh ! why Yis certainly (he ? could fhe have (b much 
deception ? but Til not diftrefs her. {afide) 

Kitty, {confujed) Sir — I — I — the— the Waiter 
fliall bring— ►you what-— you want. 

Tom P. Poor thing ! I feel her confufion from 
my foul, [aJide) I — do, Mifs — Ma'am—my dear 
^I — 1-— dam'me but Tm as much confufcd as 
herfelf ! I — hem 1—1 rang the bell. 

Kitty. Yes, Sir — you calFd — I thought you 
caird— you wanted— 

Tom P. Yes, my dear, I wanted — that is it.— ^ 

Curfe 
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Curfe ir.c if I know what 1 wanted, {ajide) Her 
modefty gives me fome hope that this may have 
been the firfl little art (he was ever guilty of. 

Kitty. Toby ! bring the gentleman the — the— • 
Sir, you fhall have it prefently. 

\Exit with emotion^ 

Tom P. You moft delicate piece of artful love*- 
linefs ! — ^now is (he the maid or daughter of the 
Red Lion ? the daughter (he muft be« Oh ! ho ! 
Dow I fee her wi(h for the filver cup — I wilh I 
cou'd win it for her. Vvt my jockey drcfs here 
ready, (ptits bis band on the valije) and cou'd ride, 
but a horfc is nece(rary. This lovely impoftor— • 
fuch a fair cheat ! old Grumps waiting to bring her 
to grand-papa ! a very good offer that faith, ha ! 
ha ! ha ! ha I Oh ! this has clinch'd it. Td turn 
hermit for one-and-twenty years, if only to be 
near this beautiful hypocrite. 

Enter Bek. 

Ben. Sir, I believe you are the gcndeman — Mr. 
Peregrine's compliments, would be glad to frc you 
up at Mr. Whimmy*s. [Exit. 

Tom P. Very wetl ! Pve a mind to ring the 
bdl again for another look at this charming girl 
; — girl ! true, Tm a hermit. 

•' In penance for paft folly, 
** A pilgrim blythe and jolly." 

\Exitftnging. 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

Before the Inn^ 
Enter from it Toby and Poz. 

Poz. 

Well, where is this man ? 

^ebj. (LoQktng ab$ut) Hc*s not in the road, 
nor he*s not in the houle^ nor he's not in the 
ftabley nor he's not in-^— 

Poz. Zounds, man I I don*t want to know 
where he is not-r- 

Tohy. Here be the very men, 

Poz. {Looking out) Eh ! what Ham Barebones, 
the Methodift preacher, informer, pedlar, money- 
lender, broker, old-cloaths-man. In the way of 
my profeflion a moft choice friend j the convcr- 
facion between him an4 I won't admit of a thir4 

perfoi^ 
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perfon. (7i Toiy) Has your maimer no call for 
you ? but you muft ftand grinning here. 

Toly^ Yes, Sir, Pve the knives to rub, and 
dinner-tables to fct out ; but Til be in the way, 
for 1 know wheq a lawyer comes down here 
atnongfl us^ he foon cuts out work for the con- 
ftabte, lExit 

£ni!^BAItBBONES. 

Poz. Ah ! Matter Bareboaes^ fb far from Lon- 
don, how doll do } 

Bare. Lives-^-as much as honeft folks can do 
uow-a-days« s 

F^. I know better, my old friend ; you'll live 
where an honeft man will ftarve. 

Bare. Vhen I vas a coal-heaver^ my face vas a 
black angel, but mj inward man vas as vhite as a 
vhite vail that is vhite. 

Paz. Plague o'your canting to me! if you have 
any bufinefs ? Come, to it at once. 

Bare. I am a tender Chriftian, and vith my 
money I did relieve the poor by lending it them. 

Poz. On good intereft. 

Bare. I did take care of myfelf^ I did lend 5000 
pounds to a young Mufter Pranks. 

Poz. Why wasn't it I that threw him into the 
King^s Bench for you ? 

Bare. As he received the money by a third 
hand, not knowing I vas the creditor, vhen he 
got the rules, he did take lodgings in my houfe 
in St. George's Fields ; I did advife him to run 
from his bail, dat I might get a reward for re- 
taking him. Don't you know him ? 

Poz. No ! When 1 fend a man to quod^ 'tis 
enough for me if my bailiff knows him. Lucky 

VOL. JIU G G yOUf 
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your finding mc here 5 I come down to Wcy« 
mouth upon bufinefs. So, as my client psud all ex- 
pcnces, thought I might give my wife a Utile water- 
dip* When 1 came upon this water excurfion 
to fee Mr. Wbimmy's improvements^ but left 
her behind, as w^ve ladies** Barebones, I'm 
in genteel company, fo don't feem to know me— « 
Oh ! yonder they're going into the gardens j you 
and I will talk over this affair. 

Bare. You are encompaffed with the wicked— p 
I am moved by the fpirit. 

[J?x/7 Barebotus as in ejaculation. 

Fez. Ha! ha! fanftified face, and rogue's 
heart. [Exit. 



SCENE IL 

A Room in Whimmy's. 

Enter Whimmy* 



ff^im. The company are flocking in already to 
admire my gardens ; that tough old bully Pranks 
won't even pay me the compliment to fee them, I 
muft h»ve a good fupper for him tha\ or he'll do 
nothing but quarrel — muft give orders to Mrs. 
Maggs, my houfckceper, about it. Oh ! here 
file is. Since I fet her to fhow my houfe and 
pifturcs, it has given her fuch a confequential-^ 
all talk herfelf, but never liftens to any body elfe, 
always dinning in my ears the grandeur of the 
laft people (he lived with ; nothing but the family 
of the Olmondles. 

E>!ter 
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Enter Mrs. Maogs.. 

Mrsk Maggd, you muft — 

Mrs.M. Well Sir, T know that very wclL 

Whim. What> before I tell jou I a gentleman 
fups with me to-night^ 

Mrs. M. WelJj ^ity I kpow a gentleman fups 
with you. I 

WkhH. Ay I ydo know iiowl tell you; and 
rilhave^ 

3drs. M. Well, Skj I kno*r ;what you^'d havCf 

Whim. Before I tell yog !.I mufl; be fare to 
have a Brill j and variety of other fi(h. 

Mrs. M. Well, I know you muft have 1 Brill, 
and variety of other fifh. 

H^bim. Certainly you know when I tell you* 
Befides all other wine$, - as my friend is a London 
fbaker, have fome of my oldeft port^ fome bot-* 
tied porter^ and a pipe. 

Mrs. M. Well, 1 know you iriuft have bottled 
porter and a pipe of port. 

Whim. Now you ktiow nothing at all about 
it — go along Madam. 

Mrs. M. Ah I when I liv'd with Squire Ol- 
mondle, he never bid me go along. 

mnm. Stupid wife fool ! 

Mrs. M. Oh ! the Olmondles ! that was the 
genteel £amily that knew how to treat a houfe- 
keeper like a gentlewoman. 

Whim. The Olmondles! I deteft the vyy 
name ; it grates my ear like cutting of cork — % 
teafing ninny 1 you know all, won't let any bo- 
dy cUe know any thing, and after all know no- 
thing at all. Mrs. Maggs, ftep and bring me 
word— 

Mrs. M. Certainly, Sir, TU bring you word— - 

oca Wbim^ 
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WAim. Ofivhat now? See if the young maif, 
the hermit xhM Mr. Peregrine Ipoke of is conie 
from Barleycorns. 

Mfs. M. WeU» Sir, I know that. 

ff^bim. Ay ! yon know that and this— And, 
after that> Mrs. Maggs, yon muft—- — 

Mrs. M. Well, Sir, 1 will, you may depend 
upon it. [Exin 

. H^bim. Now, what will flie ! never knew one 
of your profeffed notable clever women worth a 
penny in a houfc, but to fay all and do nothing. 

Enter Peregrine and Tom Pranks* 



" Pen. Sir, here ii 

jybim. Sir» your moft obedient — {htuws refpeB^ 
fully) Won't you pleafe to fit. Sir? {handsacbair 
to Tom Pranks) who is the gendeman ? {apart t$ 
Peregrine.) 

Pere. You know. Sir, the Hermit I told you o& 

Wbim. Oh ! the young man that's come to ent 
gage himfelf as Hermit — Hem! {pulls tbe cbah 
away J andjeats bimfelf.) Pray, how okl are you 
my lad ? {Surveying bim) 

Tom P. Very impudent ! Peregrine, I think I 
ihall kick your friend. 

Pere. Be quiet, not overwife tobe fure; but 
my future father-in-law. (apart) 

Wbim. I fay, what time of life are you ? 

Tom P. I'm — thereabouts I believe. 

Wbim. Thereabouts I Well, hem! Where was 
you born ? 

TomP* I don't renaember. 
. Wlim. What's your name ? 

Tom P. TomTouzle. 

Wiim. I fuppofe you're poor and glad to catch 
at any thing. 

. Pere. Sir, but— remember he's a gentleman. 

3#«i. 
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Tom P. Never mindy Mr. Peregrine— I think 
Epicbetus fays a perfon without money, is like 
one man's fingers to another man's ears — ^you 
may pull twice before he'll laugh once — {fulls 
Wbimmy by the ear^ be roars) There, Sir, yon 
fee— 

Pere. Ay, Sir, you perceive this gentleman's a 
philofopher and fit to be a hermit. 

Whim. Fie to be a hermit becaufc he pulls my 
ears ! What a devil do you mean by that both 
of you ? Are you willing to be my Hermit, to fit 
in my Hermitage ? 

Tom P. Pve alk'd Tom, and he fays, Oy, 

Whim. YouVe havealked Tom ! Who's he? 

Pere. Himfelf, Sir. You know this is Tom 
Touzle. I think. Sir, he's very fmart. 

Whim. Yes, and he has made me (mart toa--« 
. a devil to bis Philofophy ! However I muft ac- 
knowledge he has a genteel addrefs — Can you 
fubmit to cloud your fine perfon in a gown and 
beard, and hide that brown head of hair of your's 
in a wig ? 

iTomP. You were talking — What was it pray? 

fFhim. Why, how will you like to appear as a 
bald-headed old man ? 

Tom. P. How wpu'd I like to appear as a fool- 
i(h» bald-headed, ugly old man ; I'll fee, Sir» 
{whips offff^himmy's wigy andftares at him) 

Whim. The Devi Sir! what's that for i 

Tom. P. Tom fays Oy. 

Whim. Is that more of your philofophy ? You 
know you're to have two hundred a year. 

Pere, Oh! Sir, three. 

Whim. What ! is it three in theadvertifement ? 

Tom. P. True, Sir, it's four 'hundred a year 
in the advcirifcaiet. IVhim. 

Whim. Only three, at the end of five yea^i-~ 

Y^a'rc 
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YouVe to dine at the fecond table with mf 
houfekeeper, butler, andvalet. 

^om. P. And you're coachman> Sir i 

Pere. Sir, you're ftill forgetting he's a gentlei- 
man. 

Tom. P. You'll fit at the table with me. Sir ? 

Whim. Mel not I! 

Tom. P. I don't dioe with you. Sir i oh» then I 
agree. 

fybim. What I Peregrine, is he making me 
out worfe compaoy than my own fervants i 

Pert. Well Sir, you fee he's an oddity, and 
you never can prevail upon any other to accept 
this difagreeabk office* 

Whim. Ah, here's TuUy my gardenen 

l!om P. What ! does he dine with me too ? 

Whim. No, he*Il give you your inflrudions^ 
and your drefs, and condud you to your poft--* 
Ob, here he is* 

Enter Tully, with a hermit's drefs. 

Tully. Won't your honor give fomething to-* 
wards the £lver cup, that the ponies are to run 
for on the top of the hill ? 

Whim. The devil's in you and the ponies, and 
that fpiteful rafcal. Barleycorn, fixing the race 
on the very day of (hewing my gardens. 

Tom. P. True, a race here, and I going to fit 
like a rat in a corner. 

Tulfy. Oh, is thisjour new old young hermit ? 

Whim. Tully, I commit Tom Touzle into 
your hands. 

Tom. P. What do you think of Tom Touzle ? 

Pere. Ay, Tully, I met this reverend greek 
when abroad — and brought him home from the 
Apennine mountains. 

miy. 
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Tully. Now, Sir, if you had brought the moun- 
tains home, you'd have told us fome travelling 
news. 

Tom. P. Tho' you fee by my boots Pm a tra- 
veller, yet perhaps Mr. Gardiner, you think I 
look more like a rake than a rolling ftone ? 

Whim Ay; but you muft be fixed in your 
fiation like the Sun Dial — Come, Peregrine, I 
want to talk to you and Dian, about your mar« 
riage to-morrow. 

Pere. Sir, I attend you. 

[ExH Whimmy. 
Peregrine following^ Tom Pranks pulls him by 
thejleeve. 

Tom P. Very humiliating this! Ca'n't bring 
myfclf to it. 

Pere. The thoufand pounds, and (hug annuity. 

Tom P. True ! Tm in for the plate. 

[Exit Peregrine. 

Tully. Well, Mr. Touzle, try on your appa- 
rel. 
. Tom P. Oh ! let's fee. 

Vi'ully. Your Banian ! 

Tom P. Fits me like a centry-box. (^throws ii 
on) A fanftuary this agaioft the boners. Eh TuU 

Tully* You'll find the fandificd bones on your 
grafs-table.— — That fkull-cap's for your head. 

Tom P* And the Ikull-cap's for my head — 
thank'ye. 

Tully. And there's a rope the ceftus for your 
middle. 
{Tom Pranks arid TUlly go over to the looking-gla/s.) 

Tom P. I hope Sir, 1 don't deprive you of a 
necklace. 

Enter 
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Enter Kitty, 

Khfy. Toby infifts that this young gendeman 
here came up with Ben, and father told me that 
the poft-chaife return'd to Blandford empty. 

Tally. Arrah ! Mils Kitty you crentnre, then 
are you come up here to us ! To the beam of 
your eye, honey, Fd be a fun-flower ; ay^ and 
rd bow like the fenfitive plapt if you were to 
touch meat the length of a hop- pole* 

Kiuy. La ! who's that, Mr, TuIIy ? 

Tulfy. It's the poor man that's come to hire 
himfelf to be mader^s hermit. 

Topi P. Well, Sir, what's to be done now ? 
(turning and advancing) " 

Kitty. Eh ! good gracious if it isn't poor 

man ! La ! then he's of no higher condition than 
myfelf. 

Tom P. My pretty fcllow.travcller ! mortifying 
that (he fhou'd fee me in this miferable plight. 

Kitty. He wouldn't put me to connifion by 
feeming to know me this morning, and now V\{ 
return the compliment. 

'* There dwelt a Man la fair Weftmoreland, 
** Jonnny Armflrone mea did him callj 

" He had neither lands nor rents. coming in, 
" Yet he kept eightfcore men in his Hall/' 

[^JS^^itJinging. 

Tully. Why Kitty Barleycorn and Tom Touzle, 
look'd at each other like two acquaintances thac 
had never feen one another before. Come along 
man, op to the hermitage — As this is Wcdncf- 
day, and the company will be upon you, you can 
only have your hermit's dinner, a bowl of fpring* 

water. 
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wi^er, abd a raw parfnip : but when your day's 
\i^ork of jGctiDg quiet's over> you may come into 
the houfe and get a bit of hare^ and a piece of a 
told pie. 

- Sim P. '' And may at laft my weary age 

** Find out the peacefal Hermitage^ 
" The Hairy Gown, and Mofly Cell 
** Where I may fit, and nightly fpell 
^ Of all the Stars that Heav'n doth (hew^ 
'* And all the Herbs that fip the dew, 
** Till old experience do attain 
'< To fomething like prophetic ftrain." 

[Exit. 

fully. Oh) the devil, fuch a fine hermit as this 
We never had. See how he capers along : Eh, 
why arrah ! he wont fov^-^hoking out) By the 
powers of Moll Flanders, if he hadn't jumpM up 
on a little horfe*— there ! there he gallops round 
the (iih-pond, as if the very devil was before him 
•-*buc 1 muft (hew hioi his hermitage, and his 
dead man's head> and his little lamp — By my foulj 
he Ihall have a jewel of a fupper, or there's no 
cheefe in Kinnegad — Salmon in Leixflip— or cakes 
in Balruddery. [^Exii. 



SCENE III. 

Magnificent Gardens^ Statues^ Fountains, &c. 
Enter VfnthiMY, (repeating with exultation.) 

** I build, I plant, whatever I intend; 
" I roar the caliunn, and the arch I bend; 
** I fwcU the terrace, or I fink the grot—** 

VOL. in* H H Enter 
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Ent€r TuLLY. 

Oh fully ! Well, you have given my new hcrnnit 
his drefs— but now you muft look to yourfelf, 
brulh up all your eloquence for your poft of Ci- 
ceroni, to defcribe the attic \irbanity of my Engtiih 
Tuiculum here — but mind, TuUy, I command 
^ou not to takt a penny from one of the Com-^ 

' Tully. A penny ! not I, Sir but mayn't I take 
a crown or two if they offer it ? 

IVbim; No. Gentlemen fuffering the public to 
^ay their fervants wages, and turning their dweU 
ling houfes into a Sadlers Wells, and a Royal 
Grove, is mean. I never paid for feeing piAures 
in palaces. Or vines in gardens, that I didn't 
Mum for the difgracc thrown upon the dignity of 
the owner. Is the water party come that ftop'd 
at the Red Lion ? 

TuUy. Yes, Sir. Mrs. Maggs is now fhowing 
them the houfe. But do you know. Sir, fho 
told them, that the pifture of Maty Magdalen 
was Mrs. Molly Olmondle. 

Whim. Oh, moft horrid 

Tully. Sir, don't fret about that woman j yoii 
know in the fhowine Way Til bring up your credit 
with a wet finger j Mrs. Maggs will infift that thia 
is a pyramid — now pray. Sir, isn't it an obfticlc ? 
I muft go and piit on my Wcdncfday's fine fuit of 
cloaths that you gave me to Ihow the gardens in« 
Oh ! Sir, 1 fometimes forget the name of that 
ftatute tjiat you toW me came out of the fea* 
• Wh'm. My VenuJ ! . 

Tully. Ay, my dog of Venus, {takes out a hook) 

Whim. What dogs and cats are you s^t man I 

This 
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This has nothing to fay to the Doge of Venice — 
This is a goddefe— *my Venus de Mcdicis. 

Tully. N0W9 Sir« that tali man with hig paW 
out, I know his name— what is it, Sir ? 

JVbim. My Apollo of Belvidcre; and that, 
that's my Saturn devouring his children; my 
Mercury, the Mcflcngcr of the Gods ; my Julia^ 
the Daughter of Auguftus, my real antique. 

Tully. (Peru/es a book, and alternately looks at 
tbeftatues) Sir, fince your hand's in for fculptyrc- 
ihip, you. may as well teH me about aU the other 
groves and rivers. 

Whim. My Avernus, or fubterraneous rivet 1 
my Tartarus, nriy Elyfian fields— 

Tully. What country fellow's that ftalking 
about the walks-r— only Tm m a hurry to drefs 
myfelf, or by my foul I'd knock his head againft 
the gateway. [£»^* 

fVbim. Obfticle! ftatute! very ignorant this 
faid Mafter Tully ; I mud watch how you go on 
with your defcription. I ihou'd like to come at 
the people's real opioion of my gardens ^nd im- 
provements. 

Enter a WaggoniR, {wbifiUng and Jiaring aboutJ) 

Were you defired to walk in here } 

Wag. Noa 1 'twas my own ^nc]^. 

Whim. Why then it's my fancy that you walk 
out again. 

IVag. Ah ! it I thought 1 cou'dn't do that, I 
fhou'dn't have com'd in, I can tell thee. 

Whim: What ! keep your diftaoce. 

Wag. I wool } bei;aufe, at the fame time^ you 
Jfi^cp yours. 
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( Loud laughing wisboui^ 

Whim. Oh ! the company. I wi^ Co hear 
how Mr. Tully performs hift office of orator. If 
I could mix amoQgft them without being knowit 
•-^this clodpate's hat^ and wig, may do it — 
you've no objedion to a draught of ftrong beer 
and a flice of beef? 

Wag. Noa I 

fTbim. (miMcitHg) Noa ! then come with me. 

ff^ag. I wooJ. 

Whim, (^tufns f0 kok ^ biff) Doo ! (mimicking) 

Wag. Ycz. lExewit. 

Enter Tully, in a /uii ^f tami&ed laced cloatbs 
and a bag wig^ with a fmall ivbite rod in bis, 
hand^ foSowed by Birzy Poz, Afathy^ Barbt 
B0N£$9 Mrs. Dainty, m^/Mri. Anyman. 

Ttd. Hetn ! my Lady, this Is counted the fioeft 
place in all Ireland— England I mean, for6gures, 
and fountains, and green little mountains, and 
groves, and banana's, and ducks, and Diana's. 
— Gentlemen look and fee, but don't lay your 
fingers on any thing ; pray Ladies abftain from 
filing a pofcy. 

Mrs. A. What noife is this under ground ? 

Tul. My Lad^, it's the fuccedaneous river of 
black Tartary ; it creeps over fticks and ftone$ 
like an eel down the rocks yonder % then it fail^ 
away, fo gay, intp the fea like a maideq ray. 

Bare, {apart ^9 Poz) I've fpokeb with the 
pofi-chai(e boy that did drive a geminan and the 
girl of the publicboufe to the village here, and by 
the defciiption it'$ young. Muftcr Franks^ thf» 
fnanve vanes. 
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Poz. ^ apart) The parifli conftaUe is the waiter 
pt the Red Lioo, engage him to arreft Mr, Praoki 
9r-hem ! 

Enter Whimmy in a waggoner's fro^k^ i^c* 

Whim. I don't think they can know me — now 
I fliall hear how my gardener performs his office* 
{afide) 

Bite. What figure call you this ? {poinSs to a 
fjaocoon) 

Tul/y. Ay ! youVe a nice figure to come thruft-' 
ing yourfclf into the company of ladies and gen* 
tlemen« (to Whimmy) 

Bite. No I I mean this. 

Tulfy. That's Venus, the goddefs of medecinc 
—a pretty employment Pvc got to throw away 
xny roratory and knowledge to divarC fuch dirty 
blackguards as you. (to Whimmy) — this is 

Whim. Apollo of Belyidere, (apart) 

Tulfy. that's Poll the bell, weather, that run af- 
ter Daphne, and was kick'd out of heaven by 
Jove — ** by Jove I'll be free,*' and fo turn'd cow- 
boy to— — 

ff^bim. Shepherd to king Admetus. (apart) 

Titlfy. To be fure I admitted them*-get you 
put, who bid you put in your prate I 

Mrs. D. Heavens ! who is that ? 

TuL That is— that's (confufedy—thzt is, my 
Lady— Why, your honour, it's not a watch box, 
nor it's not a wheel- barrow^ nor it*s not a tummer 
|ioufe-« 

Poz. We don't wast to know what it is notj^ 
but what it is. 
% fFbim. (Wbifpering) Minerva— Pallas. 

Tully. It's not' a palace, or a eake-houfe — I 
yi(h yo^'d hold your prat^— you made me fay it 
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Wis a watchbox juft now— why it*s marvle, it's 
mil made of marvie. 

Mrs. A. But the lady marvels who 'twas made 
for. 

fully. Oh ! 'twas made for my mailer j he 
bought it from the {tone- man. 

Poz. Is it like? — 

Tully. Tm glad you like it. 

Mrs. D This I fuppofe is— 

Tully. Not at all, my lady, 'tis, 'tis — 

Whim, {aparf) Saturn eating his child — 

fully. Ye?, ma'am, 'tis the child eating citron 
—will you hold your prate, (Jo Wbimmy) — this, 
gentleman and ladies, is — 

Bare. Idolatry ! 

Tully. What is it ? Pooh ! Now had not you 
bed all teach me iofiead of I laming you ! You 
fee, your honour, he has a flute in his mouth. 

tyhim. Such an infernal Irifti plough-boy J 

fully. Ay! ** The infernal I rifli plough-boy^ 
that whiftl'd o'er the lea," that's the man. 

Ptnc. A curs*d flout fellow this. Who is he ? 

Whim, {apart) Hercules of Farnefe. 

Tully. It's not bare knees, nor big knees, nor 
big legs, — that's the tired paver refting himfelf on 
his ftone paving-ftick. 

Whim. Oh heavens ! Pve fent to Italy for a 
fine purpofe, (afidi) 

Tully. But Vm talking here by word of mouth, 
when 1 might fay it all In reading, as 1 have it 
by heart from my defcribing-book — now I de- 
fire you'll hold your tongues, for if you talk 
you'll put me out ; pleafe your honour, hem ! 
{takes out a book and looks at it) « Thefe"— Oh^l 
now I go on velvet ; {holds the book behind his 
back) Thcfegaideiis, wlupharc now the admi- 

raiicn 
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tation of the larned and curilh, were once a 
barren flat like Salifbury Plain, till Mr. Hum- 
phry Freak Whimmy, Efq, gave forty thoufand 
pounds for the ould caflle and lands, turn'd the 
courfe of the river through them, and with Ra- 
man tafte and Britifli magnificence — 
Apa. Pray, friend, what o'cjock is it ? 
Tidly. Roman — half an hour after one— two— ? 

Roman — two — Roman — breeches—- hem ! ► 

breeches — Britilh magnificence — the river — in 
the ould caftle — ran !— »round the lands. The 
curifh — of Salifbury Plain* The devil's in this 
man, and his what o'clock is it ? He's put me all 
out — fo I muft — my defcribing book, {takes out 
Sis iook, wets bis thumbs and turns over the kaves 
baftifyj and vex'd.) Bri-tifli mag-ni-fi-ci— OhI 
htrt it is. {looking and reading) Having firft tra* 
velPd to fee the ancient beauties of Italy, I-I- 
taly — (Jooks again) Italy, (puts the book behind bit 
back') and feledled with claffical — Ah ! ah I claC- 
fical — Ah ! damnation ! itbrufts the book into bis 
pocket) Thefe gardens which are now the admin* 
tion of the learned and curilh, were once a bar« 
ren flat like Salifbuiy Flain^ till Mr. Humphrey 
Freak 

Apa. Pray, my friend, does Mr. Freak tak^ 
fnufF? 

TuUy. Yes, blackguard— till Humphrey Freak 
Whimmy, Efquire — Humphrey, Efquire — Sa- 
lifbury Street — pooh ! — the Plain — larned and 
curifli — river upon the ould caftle — land turned 
•>»i^aboa t — about— 

Mrs. A. Why the orator's in a hobble. 

Tully. Orator Hobble— oh ! the devil take^-^I 

.was failing on like a young fwan, till this fellow 

comes with his fnuff. {very quick) Thefe gar- 
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deas, iwhich are now th^ admiration of the lam'd 
and curifli, were once a barren flat like Salifturj 
Plain, {drips the hook^Jioops to recover it) 'till 
Humphrey Freak Whimmy, Efquire, gave forty 
thoufand pounds for the ould caftle, {Apathy picks 
it up) and lands around it-^{looks at Apathy) 

Apa. {opens and reads) ^* Turning to the left 
you wind through a moft delicious flirubbery." 
. Tully. {confufed ) Humphrey Freak-«.a barren 
flat. My mafter's a flat* 

Apa. •* You reach the labyrinth/' 
I 'lully. Like Salifbury Plain. 

Apa. ^< So intricate that you're puzzled to get 
out;* 

^ully^ Pm puzzled to get out-^Pm out«-^ 
Humphrey Whtmmy-~ 

Whim. Blockhead! 

Tully. Is a blockhead. 

All. Hal ha! hal 

Tully. Well, ladies and gentlemen, I don^t 
wonder at your laughing at my matter's non<» 
Anfe in laying out fo much money on the balder^ 
dalh you fee round about you here. But, ladies 
and gentlemen^ though my mafter's afool^ you'll 
remember my trouble, I hope, {^retching out bii> 
hand) 

Whim. Not a farthing, {apart to him) 
\ TuUy. Why a didn't expert any thing from fuch 
an ill looking beggarly whelp as you. Will you 
walk aut of the grounds, if you plaife. Sir ? The 
jDtzt thing you're to fee is-— 

Whim. An aviary and pheafantry. 

Tully. Yes, my matter's knavery and plet^ 
lantry. Then there is the Tartary — then my 
matter's Ely flan FieUs — then my matter's hang« 
ging wood, where my matter will hang himfelf-— 
.and then the hermitage. 

Wbim^ 
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Whim. If the new hermit's not ready, hell dif- 
grace me as much as my worthy gardener has 
done. {Going) 

TuUy. Oh ! ftop— you and your farthing. Pretty 
manners, to walk out before the gentlemen and 
ladies, that intend to give me half a crown a piece 
for the loan of my civility. 

Bare. The fpirit doth whifper, " Ham Bare- 
^* bones arife, and (peak the word to thy deluded 
«* brethren/* — Down, accurfed Dagon, (JPuJhcs 
down ajiatue^ andftands upon the pedejial.) 

TuUy. Why, then I fuppofe you think yourlelf 
a fine Roman buft. The devil's in your aiTurance 
to cock yourfclf up there ! If you plaifc, you'll 
walk down. 

Bare. Brethren, I vas a coal-heaver, but on the 
ftony cage where I now ftand, I have brought you 
ibme bifcuits, baked in the oven of charity, care- 
fully confarved for the chickens and the fweet 
fwaUows of the church. 

{Ajudden notjfe without -of falling water.) 

Tully. Oh ! the devil !— If what o'clock hasn't 
puird up a (luice. Half the garden will be over- 
flowed ; and we fhall have the carp and tench danc- 
ing among the dai/cs. [Exeunt hafiily Jeveral ways. 



SCENE IV. 

Another fart of the Gardens^ with the view of tbt 
Outjide of an Hermitage. 

Enter Kitty, 

Kitty. The race is over, and I not fee it ! Since 
voj^. in. 1 1 thia 
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this dear gentleman is obligated to take a her- 
mit's place, he can't be angry at my playing off 

the fine lady upon him In there he fits. 

{Points to the bermitdge.) But hold I Hhou'd take 
warning by my laft new old ballad— Ah poor Jane 
ofOfmington. 

A &AI.LAD. 

By friends forbad, a gentle youthjr 

And fond believing fair; 
In fccret met, and plighted truth. 

An honor wedded pair : 
But foon he flew from her embracet 

To truft the fickle main; 
Ah! never more her Jemmy's face. 

Shall chear his haplefs Jane :-"^ 

Anon flie fings, ah ! woe is me forlorn,, 
What fhall I do when my poor babe is boxiU 

No wife was Jane, nor yet a maid. 

Her virtue but a name ; 
Now foes revile, and friends upbraidji 

A blufh confefs'd her ftiame: 
With hafty ftep the cliffs fhe foughjtjj 
[ And thus with flrcaming eyes; 

By love and fate I'm hither brought^ 
In wild defpair fhe cries : 

No father (or my child, ah ! me forlom» 
What ihall I do when my poor babe is boni# 

As yon were &rfl, O faithlefs wayet 

The fource of all my woes ; 
Now let me in a wat'ry grave. 

Find fhelter and repofe: 
Prepar'd to plunge, the pitying tide 

Into the Haven bore, 
A (lately fhip, and from its fi.de. 

Her Jemmy leapt on fhore : 

Thrice happy Jane, no longer weep forlorn, 
A father comes to blef» your babe when born, 

Entn 
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Enter at the fide Tom Pranks^ in a loo/e €$at^ with 
afilver cup, 

Tom. P. Huzza, my girl ! the day is your's. 

Kitty. The gracious ! — 

. Tom. P. Tully left me in the hermitage — I flipt 
out again — flungoff my gown, beard, and girdle 
—had my jockey-drefs that I rode in at Blandford 
ready under it — the poney I found ypndcr ; firft 
try*d it through the gardens — fpank up the hill- 
four poor jades ready to ftart— a village race— 
horfe, marcj colt, or filly — I was entered — rode 
mylclf — won. Huzza! the glorious prize is 
your's. (Gives her the cup) 

Kitty. What a wild gentleman ! Sir, don't think 
little "of me for the fib 1 told you this morning. 

Tom P. No, my fweeteft, when a man's heart 
is fct in a flame by fuch a charming girl as you, 
it isn't a cup of tea that can extinguifh it* 

Kitty. Wou'd you have a cup of tea. Sir? — la! 
5ir, you haven't din'd. 

Tom P. Oh! yes, my dear, 1 4ined — ^yefterday. 
(^ajde) 

Kitty. It's Mr. Whimmy's way not to allow 
the hermit any dinner on the day when the com^ 
pany's expefted : but, you (han't faft while my 
father's houfe affords a dinner, (qfide) — But what 
did you come down here and turn hermit for ? 

Tom P. For love of you my dear — I've been 
dying for you thefe five years. 

Kitty. Sure I 
. Tom P, Yet never faw you before this mom- 
ing. (^aji(ie)'~--(tookingout) Thevery lady I danced 
with at Blandford afTembly ! — My love, a gentle- 
man comes yonder with whom I mud talk poll* 
tics, {ktffesber) 

II a Kitty. 
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Kitty. The deuce is in you for a hermit. [Exit. 

Enter Dian^ 

Vian. I wifh my father, with his other changes 
of humour, wou'd give up this fancy of refign- 
ing the houfe thus to firangers ; people, one 
knows nothing of every Wcdncfilay here come 
parading thro* the chambers— -even my drefling 
room is not my own. 

Tom P. My charming angel, to meet you 
here, fuch a blelling ! 

Dian. Blefs me Sir, you ! I hope you're very 
well. 

Tom P. Arc you on a vifit here Madam ? 

Dian. No, Sir, this is my father's houfe !— 

Tom P. Her father's houle ! — Oh ! here may 
be another crufty old gnimps. Hem ! my dear, 
you love riding on a pillion, like Queen Eliza- 
beth going in date. 

Dian. Sir I 

Tom P. I mean — ^^ your parlour cuftomers like 
*' to drink out of filver'*. 

Dian. Parlour cuftomers! — —But the unex«« 
petted honour of feeing you here ! 

Tom P. Merely for admiifion to you, my angel ; 
I'vehir'd as your father's hermit — dying for you 
everfince we parted — a fine creature — but dem« 
me, if I ever thought of you fincc. (qfidc) 

Dian. I thought you then a rattle, and find I 
was right, — but don't teafe me now, for I'm reaUy 
diftreffed. 

Tom P. Eh! Peregrine's intended! diftrefs'dl 
how ? tell me — ^you may, for I know all. Why, 
my dear ma'am, you don't know,- perhaps, that 
Tm your Perigrine's moft intimate mend; 

Dian. 
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Dian. Was it indeed you I faw juft now arm- 
in-arm with him ? — Oh 1 then you don't know 
perhaps that my father after giving his fandion 
to the addrefles of Peregrine^ now fuddenly 
changes his mind, and infills upon my marrying 
the nephew of fomc old friend of his« Yondcr's 
Peregrine, {looking out) he hasn't yet heard this 
unlucky news. [Exit bajlily^ 

Tom P. (wbiftles) I had hopes, that if my friend 
got this lady and her fortune, he might lend me a 
thoufand or fo, without a five year's imprifonment 
in the old gentleman's hermitage ; but borrowing 
money is throwing water upon the warm heart of 
friendfhip. {laughing without) 'Sdeath, the com* 
pany ! — I muft now earn my annuity. — Hch ! is 
^hat Kitty gliding through the buflies ? a moft 
dear dangerous little Barleycorn this. Marriage is 
all out of iight, and without it to take all a 
fimple young girl s innocence may beftow, would 
be indeed giving life in my breaft to the worm 
that never dies. {Goes into the hermitage^ 

Enter Kitty, with a covered dijh^ knocks at the door^ 

Kitty, {Jinging,) 

*• Fair Eleanor came to Lord Thomas's bow'r, 
" And pulled fo hard at the r^ng," 

Are you within, Mr. Hermit ? from the mo- 
ment I faw this dear gentleman, I forgot all my 
pretty fongs. 

Enter Mrs. Maggs. 

This poor hermit muftn't fit here, and have no 
dinner. My matter has got fo crufty with me of 

late^ 
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late, that I'm quite weary of looking after other 
people's concerns: and as our young lady's to be 
married to-morrow, this will be no place for me. 
If Icou'd get a man to my mind, I'd keep houfe 
for myfelf, and this handfomc fellow is juft to 

my liking Befides, my conceited fon, Naty 

Maggs, is foon out of his time; he fhall have a 
father to thralh him, when he gets faucy to me. 

KUty. The hermit's Wedncfday allowance is 
roots and cold water, but — {/tng?) 

" None fo ready as Lord Thomas^ 

" To let fair Eleanor in." [knocks. 

Mrs. M. What are you doing here, Kitty Bar- 
ley corn ? 

Kitty. O lord! Mrs. Maggs the houfckeeper! 
Ma'am, 1 was going — 

Mrs. M. I know you was going. Child, do 
you know the danger of a young woman like you, 
reforting to this lonely place, where this new- 
come hermit fits with h4s books and his (kull, and 
his crofs bones ? Do you know Kitty that this her- 
mit may be a ramfcallion ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am — tQ;4>c fure, ma'am— thank 
ve, ma'am— "^^ 

Mrs. M. What have you got there ? 

Kitty. A little eatables and a little drinkables. 

Mrs. M. For this Mr. Tom ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am, {curtftes) 

Mrs. Af. Then you were now going to fee him ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am, {furtjiesy Jings) 

*' Califla, haplefs maid» 

*' Sought out a facrcd fiiade." 

Mrs. M. And you have heard fomc love non- 
fcnfe from him ? 

Kitty. 
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Kitty. Yes, ma'am, {Curtfies^ 
Mrs. M. And you think mc very impertinent 
for interrupting you ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am, (curtjies, ftngs) 

'* This old figure, as we hear, 

" To this fweet angel prov'd moft fcvcre." 

Mrs. M. Child, take example from me— Do 
you think Td fit there alone^ to eat and drink with 
liny ftrange hermit ? 

Kitty. Yes, ma'am* (curtjies, Jings) 

" Young Cupid his arrow he quickly let fly, 
** And wounded this old figure dcfperately." . 

Enter Johk, with a tray of covered dijhes* 

John. Mrs. Maggs, here I've brought the 
dinner. 

Mrs. M. What dinner ? — Go along ! (apart, 
confufed) 

John. Why, the roaft fowl for you and the her. 
mit, as you ordered me. [Exit, 

Kitty, {mimicking) Child, do you know the dan- 
ger of a young woman, like you, going into this 
lonely place? Do you know, Mrs. Maggs, that 
this hermit may be a ramfcallion ? — Ha! ha ! ha ! 

[Exit. 

Tully. {without) Now, if you pleafe Mr. Da- 
jgon, don't walk upon the grafs beds. 

Mrs M. Oh ! the company,, they will keep that 
huffy away, an4 when all are gone, this dear 
youth and I can fit down to our little collation 
together. — ^Ay, there he is — he muftn't fee mc 
tbo'. ISteals off. 

SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

InJiJe of the Hermitage. 

Tom Pranks difcovered in bis bermii's drefs at a 
tabky on it a lamp^ Jkull, bones^ large book, and 
jockey whip. ' . 

Tom P. A hermit fhow'd have been my laft 
tradf . Tol de rol lol. How dcveliQi well Slingfby 
kick'd the tamborine. {Holds up a wooden trencber 
and kicks at it) Zounds ! {runs fuddenly and feats 
bimfelf at a table.) Eh! Nobody!-^! wi{h that 
gander TuUy, wou'd bring his flock of ftaring 
geefe, till I get down again to play with my little 
lamb at the Red Lion. Old Whimmy on the 
other days it feems, ftints me to a bottle. What's 
two bottles to me ? how many have I won, by 
jumping over the table at Medley's ? By'r leave 
pair and his nob, {Puts the Jkull and bones by, is 
going to Jump, but fits downjuddenly.) 

Enter Tully, Bite, Mrs. Dainty, and Mrs. 
Anyman. 

Tully. The hermitage, pleafe your honour. 
Mrs. D. Is this your anchorite ! 
Tully. My lady, I didn't hear he was an anchor- 
wrighr. He's old father Antony. 

Tom Pranks, {repeating in a tremulous tone*) 

" Here 1 may fit and rightly tell, 
'* Of all the liars that heaven doth fhew, 
" And all the herbs that ftp the dew, 
'* Till old experience—-" 

Tully. 
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^ully. Ah ! what fignifics your old experience 
man^ with your beard acrofs your forehead ? 
What the devil have you been about with your in* 
decency ?— Now, if you can but fie quiet Tom 
juft while I explain yo^« (apart) 

Tm. P. Tom !— I'U break your head. Sirrah. 
(apart) 

Tuliy. Will you ? arrah man Til break your 
two heads, (apart) pleafe your honours 

Enter Whimmy, {in the carter^s drefs.) 

Wbim. My farcophagus defaced, my Atlas 
thrown down, my labyrinth overflown ! But now 
let's hear how Tully and my new galloping hermit 
goon, (ajide) 

Tkilly. Gendemen and ladies, this is a hermit. 
Here he lives, and never ftirs out of this lonefomc 
grotto. — Hide your boots, you devil you. (to 
Tom Pranks) 

fFbim. What not take off his boots ? 

Ttdly. What's that to you ? — you've come in 
here too. Here he always fits at his prayers, all 
alone by himfelf, and nobody with hin^, and nevdr 
lees a human foul. 

Tom P. Tedious fool ! — ^I'U quicken him with a 
touch of the rippers. 

Tully. He's lb meek and quiet. (Tom Pranks 
fpurs himy be jumps up) Oh ! (alights on fVbimmy^s 
foot.) He cats nothing but herbs. 

Whim. And wild berries, (apart to T^ully) 

Tully. And gooftbcrri« ! What you will be 
putting in your jabber. Lives on roots and 
fruits. 

Bite, (uncovers a tray) Fine roaft fowl, f lith I 

T^ully. Why now man what bewitch'd you to 
fpoil my defcriptions \ (apart to Tom Pranks) and 
drinks of the pure — 

VOL. i\u }C K IVbim. 
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Whim, (apart) Purling rflh 

Tu/ly. He doesn't drink purl and gill. The hcr^ 
mit drinks nothing but — 

fTbim. (apart) Merc cJenoent. 

JuJy. A mere elephant- P 

fVbim. (apart) The limpid -brook, firfah. 

Tul/y. rU make you a limping roojk, ifyoii 
don't hold you. — He drinks nothing 'but — 

ff^bim (apart) Water. 

Tully. Aye, thiis hermit drinks nothing but 
clear rock waitr. 

Bite, I'm proud to fay, this is— (Ij/fc^J up a 
bottle and drinks) devil ifii good wine. 

Tully. Wine and chicken I why you did ic on 
purpofc. (apart) 

'Urn P. I wi(h whoever left them had told 
me. 

7V///y. Tho* he's a well-behaved old man-— 

Tom P. Say gentleman, you rafcal. {apart) 

Tulfy. Oh 1 be aily — An't you an old faint ? 
(apart)' 

Wbim. Thefe two villains muttering and quar* 
relling^! (ajide) 

Tulfy. He neither ufes napkins^ nor plates» nor 
knivesj nor forks. AU his houfi^old furniture is 
in the enipty trunk of that hollow tree. That's 
his cupboard ; and there he keeps his wooden 
difli and his little pitcher. 

Bite. Ah ! well let's fee. (Goes towards it.) 

Tully. There ! you fee his bed is the mofs, and 
the herbs and the innocent fimplicities of the 
earth. Go you out ! (Pujhes IVbimmy, who falls 
en tbe leaves.) 

Kitty. Ah! (/creams, and difiovers berfelf under 
tbem) 

Mrs. A. So ! this is the hermit's fimplicity 1 

BUe. 
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Bite^ And thls» I am proud to faf^ is his littl^ ^ 
J>itchcr. {Difa)vering Mrs. Maggs in the bellow of 
ibe tree. — Tbe company laugh.) 

Tom. P. {f^ide) A finart dinner-— a pair of wo- 
men ! and 1 0ctiDg here like ar grave' owl ! 

Enter Barleycorn. 

Bar. IVc followed you, dang my buttons ! — So 
you*vc com'd up here after this hermit. 

Kitty. O father I you're «hc cruel ftep itoothcr. 
f^Sarleyccrn takes ber oj^T) 

Bite. Well, this is 

Mrs. Af. Yesj Sir^ I know It is as you fay, 
and I have ttiy reafons^ as Mr. £Mnnondel fays. 

[Curtfiep round and exit. 

Ttdly. Arrah ! Tom^ is this like a hermit, to 
have Kitty and Nfrsv Maggs (hut up with you 
here. What do you ftand (haking your fift at \ 
{to Pf^mmy^ who is tbreatening Tonk Pranks) Gee 
out ! {^collars bim) 

H^im. Tm your mafter you rafcal. 

Tulfy. You mafttr mt ! well fee that— (/a^ii 
bim out.) 

Enter Apathy. 

Ap4i MTi— what's it, has a pretty looking po- 
hey in the paddock yonder; but Td run my brute 
againft it for fifty pounds^ 

Tom P. Done, damme ! and Fll ride myfclf. 
{flings off bis bermits gown, and appears in a jockey 
drefs) Zounds ! I forgot — but fince it is fo, hey ! 
— we ftart ! {jumps up upon the table and mimicks 
the action of a jockey) the way— knees tight — toes 
in — fpur out — carpet ground*— flow gallop — crack 
—take the lead— tough at bottom, t'other horfes 
KK 2 wind 
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' Ivind rakes hot — flack girt — want a fob— *<I(>wn 
cars — whiflc tail— rattle whip — give a-loofe^— pufh 
for it, hey ! all to fortune^ the way, the way. 

[JEjc/V running and cracking bis wbip^ 

Tully. Holloa ! ftop, Tom \ come back till I 

explain you out ! [Exeunt. 

I 
Enter Peregrine m^ Whimmt, {in bis wfn drefs). 

Pere* Only hear me. Sir. 

Whim. Cou'dn't you find any other man in 
England to make a jefl of but me ? How dare 
you. Sir, introduce fuch a rafcal as that ? He a 
hermit ! 

Pere. Sir, Vm very forry 

Whim. I lay out forty thoufand pounds, and 
then fuch a Icoundrel to get me laughed at by the 
world I but, you marry no daughter of mine. 
A good excufe to quarrd and put Pranks's advice 
into praAice. {ajide) You did colleft feme va- 
luable things for me to be fure, but your tafte's 
not confirmed, you ihall travel again, make an-^ 
other five years tour; and by heavens not till 
you return will I give you my daughter. 

Fere. Sir ! fure you can't have me cruelty-->« 
break your word ! only think— 

Whim. Vm dctermin'dy I won't hear another 
fyllablc. 

[Exitbaftily. 

Pere. But, Sir ! [Exit falUnmng. 



SNO OF THE $]ECOMD ACT. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE L 

The Gardens. 

Enter Pranks. 

Pranks. 

X O confider on the plaguy news this puppy^ 
my 'prentice, has brought me from London; 
he too gaping at Whimmy's raree (how. — Naty 
Maggs. {^calling) 

Enter Ma cos* 

Maggs. (lacking about) Beats KenCngton hoU 
low !-^make a fmart Vauxhall !*^-wants an or-« 
chefter — cafcade — a handfome box to eat cuf^ 
cards. 

Pranks. So you fay the Marihal of the King's 
Bench — 

Maggs. Yes, Sir, as you deiired, he gave your 
nephew, young Mr. Tom, the rules ; but he's run 
away. The Marfhal's bcft refpefts. Sir, has got 
information he's down in thefe parts ; a man's 

$:o«ie 
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come after him ; but hc*d know if you'd hate 
him catched and caged up again. 

Pranks. A mad dog. After all I have done 
for him — ingratitude is worfe than— 

Maggs. A face without cheek whiikers. 

Pranks^ Wbiflcers ! 

Mazgs. Sir, by the dcfcription, Mr. Tom rat- 
tled off from the inn door at Blandford for Wey- 
mouth with a pretty girl in a poll: cbaife. 

Pranks. Weymouth! I'll have him— 5tcp yoil 
and fetch my horfe up from the inn^ firrah ! Stop, 
ril go myfelf. {Exit. 

Maggs. Fetch his horfe ! firrah ! As Kit Cat- 
eaton^ fays, the time's out for firrahs and fcoun- 
drels — cracks over the fconce with canes-^— I'm 
not an apprentice now, to bre?kfaft on cold fcras 
of mutton and fmall beer — retiring from table at* 
ter dinner with one glafs of wine ; Vm not an 
apprentice now. Til no more puniQi my half 
ounce at the playhoufe, no more afraid to cry up 
or cat down the new piece over a pint and aa 
oyfirr, thanking the footman for letting me inj 
and fneaking foftly up ftairs with my fhoes in 
my hand, and my hat in my pock^st, to my flock 
bed in the attic. Your authority over me is out^ 
and I'll let you know it too, old Bounce.<^-*ril 
Irft him and every body know that I am put of 
my time. — Nobody's boy; but my own manr^-« 
and dem'me Til fee up for myfelf^ £h ! hey !— « 

Enter Kittv* 

Kilfy. For the foul of me I can't bide at heme 

while this delightful Mr. Tom the hermit is here. 

Maigs. One of the family! Servant, Ma'am^ 
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{^tfpeSfuUy) When in town, my mode to fetch a 
rural faunter, crols Holborn before breakf^tft to 
Bagnigge Wells^ cull the hewfpapers, give a 
twiggle on the organ^ and take a tiff of rum and 
milk. Shall T thank yonr pretty good nature in 
that way. Madam ? 

Kitty. Sir, if I had you down at our houfe, we 
keep the Red Lion, 

Maggs. Red Lion ! How d'ye do, girl ! {fa^ 
miVtar^ impudent^ My dear, nny late maftcr, 
Mn Pranks of Lombard^ftreet, a^ friend of Mr. 
Whimmy'sj have agreed that young Mr^ Tom 
Pranks 

Kitty. La ! I heard Mr. Peregrine call my her- 
mit by fome'at like that name. 

Maggs. I fuppofe every body knows hc*s to 
marry the young lady of this houfe. 

Kitty. No, Sir, it's the young lady of our houfe 
he's to marry ; but I don't fet up for a lady 
neither ; though when drefTed, all the folks her^ 
allows that fomebody would make a good fort of 
a lady. Aye ! all except Mrs. Maggsi — but /he's 
jealous and envious. 

Maggs* Mrs. Maggs! who's (he, pray ? 

Kitty. The *fquire's houfekecper. 

Maggs. Oh ! true, my very honored mother^ 
her laft letter, which I never anfwered, faid, that 
(he was coming to live with fome old rich Eaft-ln- 
dia Quiz in this very part of the country, (aficfe) 
She'll claim me as her Ton ; but I'd foon:?r,bc found 
playing ac (kettles at the Devil and Bag-i)'nails- — 
Oh, zounds ! yonder is indeed my vciy n amma 
(looking out) She'll be for calling me her fon, and 
her dear boy Ignatius. But» as Kit Cateaton fays, 
I'm out of my timej nobody's boy, but my own 
fnan. Eh! hey! • \Exit. 

Ktty. 
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Khty. Then Mr. Tom is really a gentleman 
after all i going to be married to Mifs Dian ?— « 
Ah! that's becaufe (he has a power of money---* 
I (hall break my heart. 

Enter Tom Franks. 

Twn P. Ah ! my cherub— 

Ktfty. Ay, Sir, now that you're going to get 
this great fortune by marrying— 

Tom. P. Marry who ! Mrs. Maggs ? 

Kitty. Then he hasn't yet heard of it, and you'd 
really wed poor humble I i 

Tom. P. Wed ? eh ! why, my love I— I- love you 
to be fure, and — we'll walk and talk together, 
and when tir'd weMl fit and reft ourfelves in the 
hermitage my love. Tol de rol lol, I love 
you fo, oh ! my divine creature !— «Diftra£lion ! 
— Rofe buds! — Sun beams — and pretty birds! 
Come / but fuch innocence. — I'm in a humour 
jiow — ril not vcBture into the hermitage, honor 
and humanity forbid it. (afide) 

Kitty. Sir, fmce you're fo good as to think of 
a poor girl like me, you fha'h't demean yourfclf 
for want of being informed that you may have 
Mifs Dian and all her wealth. 

Tom. P. I have Mifs Dian f 

Kitty. Yes, Sir, it's agreed upon. 

Tom P. By whom ! 

Kitty. Mil&'s papa and the old gentleman — 
Mr. — Mr. — Lud now I've forgot the name 
again. 

Tom. P. No, no, it can't be me, my love- 
However, your intention is charming — KLitty, 
you're a lovely — a good girl — and for your diC- 

interefted 
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ipterefted generofity in revealing a circumflance 
that you uippofed might rob you of me ;— >for 
I will be vain enough to think you're — a— 
little — partial — towards — a certain ordinary fel- 
low, {fondling)'^! owe you eternal gratitude^ 

Kittys Oh, then you are a great gentleman--* 
but my joy that you're not to have a lady and a 
fine fortune is very ill-natured of me. Don'C 
you think' fo ? 

Tom. P. Ch! yo\xtwttt^{ktffes berbmd) 

Enter Barleycorn. 

Bur. Dang my buttons, go home and fweetea 
the punch, and fqueeze the lemons— Tom, come 
and handfell your lllver cup } you're an hone^ 
lad, I mufi fay ; but if you want any chat with 
xny daajghter, you muft come to my houfc for 
it> good Mafter Hermit. \,Exit witb Kitty. 

Tom. P. Well, if a publican will keep the iiga 
of an angel, furely there a faint may take ms 
bottle. 



In i>ennaxice for pad foUv» 
A pilgrim blythe and jolly/* 



[Exit. 



SCENE U. 

Before the Inn. 

Enter Kitty and Bahlbitcorn. 

Bar. Come, now do child, mind the bufinefs; 
Kitty. Oh ! Tm fo happy ! — ^IVc yet fome hopes 
vol.. III. L L Uiat 
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that this deaf Mr. Tom. — ^Father, though ht is i 
hermit, he is a gentleman. 

Bar. Welly I'd be a gentleman if Td nothing 
fclfc to do. 

Kitty. I forgot my fingtng, I don't know how 
Iong» fince I've feen thisfwect fellow. {Sings) 

** A young geatleman Ihe faw,** 

Enter Toby aw/ John Grum {fram the boufe.) 

Toby. (Singing.) 

*• Who belonged to the la^.*« 

Meafter, Pm now conflable. Mils KTtty^ you 
like ** bachelors of every ftation/' 

mtiy. Dearly! 

Bar. Do you ? it's that new-come Mr. Tom 
has brought you to this; ibif he does marsjr you, 
kt him keep you to himfelf an he can« 

Kitty. " Being at a noble wedding, 

Tofy. '' In the famous town of Reading." (ringing nxfitiin) 

Bar. Od dang you both^ am I to be rhim'd and 
ballad fung» and the bufinefs of my houfe all 
topfy turvy ? 

Kitty. " If ihe's rich you'll rife to fame, 

Toiy. " If ihe's poor you are the flRne.** {ringing within) 

Bar. Will- you go? 

Kitfy. " She was left by a good grannuii^, 

" Full £ve hundred pounds per annum,'* 
Tofy. *' Wed me. Sir, or eifc Til fight you." 

Bar. You'll fight me ? Dane my buttons^ DI 
fight you, and knock you to aie devi)> you idle 
rafcal ; Til ling and ballad you, (beats bim) and 
you^ yX)u baggage! 

; *''(r- 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



Oft RAMBLES IN DORSETSHIRE. «<; 

Kiity. Father, I believe you're uncle to ehc 
Babes in the wood. 

T^by. YpuVe the ould barbarous Blackamore. 

Bar. Get in you jade, {Puts her in^ and exit) 

Toby. Oh ! Jahn Grum, here be the moo that 
km for us. 

Enter, Barbbones. 

Bare. According to Lawyer Poz's advice. Til 
have young Muftcr Pranks apprehended.— You 
he's a finner and a publican. 

Toby. .I'm no finner, and only farvant to the 
publican. £h Jahn, I'm a bit'n a parifii conftabie 
though, 'twas (aid you wanted to attach foQi'en, 
wa'n't it Jahn ? 

John. Hum ! 

Bare. I does* Seize him ! he run'd out ^of 
prifon, Thomas Pranks is the man. 

7V^. Oh 1 Thomas Pranks's man. 

Bare. I thought him a farvant of grace. 

Toby. Oh, he thought him a farvant out of 
place, d'ye fee, Jahn. 

John. Hum! 

Bare. I followed the chap with this here var- 
rant, I he's coom'd from Babylon after him. 

Toby. Babylon ! oh, that mun be in Bark(hire. 

Bare. Great London itfelf. T hou fecm'ft ftrong 
in flelh, is the fpirit with thee ? 

Toby. Don't vally the devil his felf, when I'm 
duing mv duty, no more does my alliftant, Jahn 
Grum, Goey, Jahn ? 

John. Hum ! 

Bare. There he's a defcription of bts parlbn* 
{gives a paper. ) 

L L 2 Toby. 
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Toty. Mcaftcr Barleycorn would know if yooMl 
eat dinner at Red Lion. You may bring com* 
pany^ for we've encercainment for mon and beaft 
— An't we Jahn? 

John. Hum! 

Bare* Get a good dinner for mej for I loves to 
eat and drink of the beft. 

Toiy. You're a genteel mon-^ (^apart to John) 
Jahnj he'll be as drunk as a tinker, then I corpes 
chalk double on him. £hj Jahn ! 

John. Hum! 

Toby. Oh ! the Squire— (&o*i»; out.) 

Whim. {fVitbcut) Where did he run to ? 

Enter Whimmv. 

Oh, you are the canting bawler that broke down 
one of my ftatues* (jo Barebones) 

Bare. I had an inward call. 

TFbim. Curfc your call ! 

Bare. He does put it in mine head, with the 
fame a6t, to comfort my flefh, and do a good 
vork, I vill get myfclf an appetite fore dinner 
with difboli(hing this man's idols in his groves and 
high places. \^Emt. 

Whim. If you are a conftable, why didn't you 
take that dangerous levcler into cuftody ? 

Toby. I munna $ he be the planter, and walks at 
large where he lift ! but I'm going to catch the 
defender, and Til bring his body and foul before 
your worlbip^ in a fafararo. — Come, Jahn ! 

Job»* Hum ! [Exeunt. 

Whim. This prancing hermit has fo deranged 
and jumbled all my fchemes of elegant magnifi- 
cence — No attention to my old friend Pranks ; 

my 
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my daughter not yet prepared to receive his ne- 
phew — the tinal difmiffion not yet given to Fere* 
grtne — Lucky that the reft of my houfehold is in 
train, that aU niy fervants are fober and regular. 
Isn't this my fine Irifli orator ? , ' [lUnres. 

Enter TuLLY, (wilb a mug.) 

Tully. Upon my foul this hermit is no better 
than a bad man, that he can't ftay there at hi^ 
bufinels — Oh fie, to come here drinking in a pub- 
lic houfe ! 

Enter Cqachman, {with a mug.) 

Wbim. And my coachman ! 

Coachman. Ah ! Mafter Tully, I faw you go 
out at the gate, and fo out of pure good nature I 
followed you, to give )H)u a litde hint, that if 
Mafter hears you left the gardens to-day, you may 
chance to lofe your place ; belides, coming here 
to booze is not quite the thing. (Drinks) 

fybim. My daughter's footman too J 

Enter Ben. 

Ben. Eh, waiter! 

Enter Barletcorn, {with a nug.) 

Ale I I ordered Negus — bring me a gill of ^ine, 
fome water, fugar, and a lemon. 

Bar. Why, for wine, I takes out the licence 
to-morrow ; the man is to call next Wednefday 
with the lemons ; my daughter Kitcy has loft the 
key of the fugar- chefti nobody drinks water at 

the^ 
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the Red Iaotx, fo I have brought you a miij^ of 
ak. (gives is) [Esdi. 

Whim. {Advaruing) Hey! What are you all 
at here with your mugs ? 

Ben. Sir, I came to look for coachixian. [Exi^^ 

Coachman. And I came to bid the gardener drive 
home. [Exit. 

Tulfy. And, Sir, I came after the hermlt> bc- 
caiife he came before me. 

H^him. You moft ftupid— 

7ully. Stop, Sir, Vhat fort of talk is that, 
Vm ftupid? faith, and that^s a facret. Sir Ifaac 
Kcwton never found out. Sir, I'm a gardener, 
and though I do dig, Tm not a fpalpeen potatoe* 
boy — I've read big books of botamy, and the 
Millar's Diftionary and Cyclopaddy*s. Didn't I 
graft a mayduke upon a kackagay apple«tree, then 
in my hot-houfe f Didn't my Lord (when he 
brcakfafted with you) pull from the fame' tree a 
cannifter of Hyfon tea, and a bafket of Seville 
oranges ? A'n't my -flowers fo fwret that the hives 
round the country are empty, and the fwarms of 
bees come in a grand congregation into your gar- 
dens, humming every body with their bagpipes* 
fo difcrett, 9II in their black bonjaets, and their 
yellow velvet breeches? 

M^'him. Men! rafcals ! I wifh \ coold, like the 
Great Mogul, be attended only by women. Ay, 
one comfort, my fcn^ale fervants are diligent and 
ibber. 

Tully. Faith, Sir, and here's the head of your 
female fervants coming in very foberj but how 
fhe'll get out I don't know, for I don't think her 
bufinefs here is to drink tea, 

ilrj. M. (JVithout) I will find him. 

Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Macgs. 

Whim, Mrs. Maggs^ did you wane me or nqr 
coaichman ? 

Mn. M. No/ Sir, it was the hermit brougiac 
ine here. 

Whim. Why, I think 

Mrs. M* YeSj Sir, I know you think. 

PTiim' 'Twas the hermit brought us All here. 

Mrs. M* He*s come after Kitty — ^and vaj iovc 
for him is Icofned 

TuJly. He's a ramping devih 

Tom P. {witimut) " With jcockle (hell on kat brua.'* 

^ully. There he* hops over the buih like a jack* 
da^. 

H^b'M. Stop him ! 

[Exeunt all but Whimmy and Mrs. A&^^j. 
What vexations ! Now, my dear \f rs. Mag^ 
that I've found out Tully is a worthlefs man, my 
iKrhole dependence of fliewing stay fine place is 
upon you. 

Mrs* M. Now that is fo like Mr. Olmondle. 

lExiS fVbimnrj/ baftily. 
Blefs nie ! here comes this moft delightful young 
man. I proteft his yery approach brings all the 
blood up in my face, my heart throbs, arid my 
limbs— I'm fuch a poor creature — fo faint— ^I 
mud fie* {goes into a porch at the dcu) 

£fiter Tom Prakks. 

Tom P. Now for Kitty, come 6ut there^ ydu 
molt delicate lovelinefs, my darling rofe4)ud'." * 

Mrs. M. 
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Mrs. M. {rifts and appears) Oh, dear Sir— * 
{^fimpering) 

Tom P. By the lord» this is my little pitcher 
again. 

Kitty, {unfeen^ whips out of the door, §nd taps 
JUm on thejhoulder) Mr. Thomas ! 

Mrs. M. A*n'c you afhamed of yourfelf, Kitty 
Barleycorn i 

lorn P. Come, my dear creatures, you muftn't— 

Mrs. M. Well, I knoir we muftn'C' 

Tom P. What, Ma'am ? Don't quarrel about 
me, Tm like a fiately peacock between a pheafaut 
and a turkey heo. 

Kitty. La ! you're fo wild 

Mrs. M. But he's very merry, he, he, he f 

Tom P. Wild ! merry 1 my whole life has been 
one frolic. My fweet creature, I came here to han<* 
fel the filver cup. Hey ! a bottle of port abd a 
roafted orange ! Ladies, I vow on the honor of a 
hermit, I'll treat you with a bifliop. 

\^Exit into the kmfi. 

Kitty. Tobyl {calling) 

Enter Pranks. 

Pranks. Eh ! Where's this young dog my 
apprentice, bad as my mad nephew. Waiter ! my 
horfe. 

Mrs. M. Sir, you'll return to fop at our 
houfe. {tQ Franks) 

Pranks. Foolifh Dick Whimmy to have no 
dinner ! plague of his gardens, in his ponds plen- 
ty of carp and tench, that nobody dare fling into 
a fiew pan i on his green flopes, neither grafs Iamb 

or 
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fior afparagus, and for flocks of geefe and chick- 
ens^ there a peacock ftruts, or an eagle perches, 
that inftead of any body eating him, by the 
Lord, looks as if he'd eat us. My dear, Vm go- 
ing to Weymouth, cou'dn't you give one a 
fnack. 

Kii/y. Oh ! our bill of fare. Sir — (going) 

Pranks. {Stops her) As fine a bill of fare as 
ever I look'd on. {gating) What di(h fhall I 
choofe — a white forehead, a brace of black eyes, 
garnifli'd with long auburn eye-lafiiesj two rofy 
cheeks, cherry lips, my dcfert. 

Kitty. A pity, Mr. Thomas, to difguife his 
fine hair and delightful (hape in that long old 
beard and gown. La ! Sir^* what a choice her- 
mit you'd make for Mr. Whimmy i you'd be a 
nice bald-headed buck, as Tom fays. 

Pranks. I a bald-headed buck ! don't you fee 
J wear my own hair, child ? 

Re-enter Tom Pranks. 

^om P. Tvc brewM the bilhop. Eh ! what old 
fellow is that fo fmooth with Kitty — Sir, a word 
if you pleafe. {twitches offPranks's wig) Zounds, 
my uncle ! {runs off) 

Pranks. Stop that fcoundrel ! [runs after bim) 
{Bell within rung violently, Kitty exits into tie boufe. 

Enter Naty Maggs, {hafiily). 

Mrs. M. Oh, Heavens I my fon Naty! my 
dear Ignatius i 

Maggs: Mamma ! fhe has me, but I won't be 
difgrac'd. {afide^ turns) 

Mrs. M. My dear child, who cou'd think of 

VOL. III. M M feeing 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



t74 THE LONDON HERMIT t 

(eeiDg yotf down here, {be turns frtnh ber, anJ 
tra^erjes) 

Maggs. Any bufincfs wrth me, Ma'am ? 

Mrs. M. Why, my dear ! don't ^ou know me^ 
I»aty? 

Maggs. Pray, Ma'am, don't Naty me ! 

Mrs.M. Won't you i^ak to your mother? 
ifrhy Naty ! 

Maggs. Who arc yoti talking to. Ma'am ? 

Mrs. M. Look at me, my Son !— No ! my 
own child deny me ! {futs ber bandkercbief io btr 
ef€S^ and walks up) 

Enter Toby Thatch andjonn Grum. 

Toly. Jahn, is that the young man you faw ? 
(pointing to Mazgs) 

John. Hum I 

Maggs. {Looking at bis watch) I ihall be latf 
with my party, {going) 

Mrs. M. Stay, my dear boy I 

Maggs. Vm nobody's boy, but my own mam 

To^. Seize him» {to John Grum) What's youf 
name ? {to ^aggs) 

J^gg^* What is was ycfterday^ and will be to- 
morrow. 

Tofy. Mind how he fhuffles ; do ye fee it Jahn i 

John. Hum ! 

Toby. Tell me your name to-morrow. 

Maggs. Musn't becaufc of mama, {ajtde) 

Toby. You belong to Mr. Pranks. 

Maggs. Suppofing fo. 

'JToby. Then I fuppofe you're m jr prifoner* 

Maggs. Me! for what? 

To^. Tou broke out of jail in BabyloDj but 
ikre'll handcuff and fend you to Dorchefter. 

Maggs. {aftde) Handcuff! Broke jail in Baby- 
lon! 
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Ion ! Ay ! why furely they take me for Tom 
Pranks ! — I*m not the perfon you v^nt. 

Toly. I arrcft you. 

Maggs. Vtxi not the man indeed, my friend; 

^ciy. Who anfwers for you ? who knows you? 

MaggSn Then I muft acknowledge n>otherr-Iec 
me go, this gentlewoman here is my hooour'd 
mamma* 

Mrs. M' {fifid^^ A wicked wretch, firft to deny, 
^nd now to own me in his diftrefs ! 

Toby, Mrs. Maggis, be he your fon ? 

Mn* M. Oh ! no, he's no fon of mine. 

Maggs. Nay, my dear mamma. 

Mrs. M. Sir, don't mamma me ; who are you 
talking to? {mimicking) 

Maggs. Why fur Cj fweet mamma !«-^ot know 
your own Ignatius. 

^pby. Stop i you fee my friend it won't paf5. 
Jahn, look he don't run away, while 1 read di- 
fcripdon of his parfon, {takes out a paper and reads) 
^^ five feet eight inches tall, an expreffive hazle 
*^ eye, pleafing features, a dark good complexion, 
** fine teeth," Ihew your teeth, {to Maggs) a hand' 
fome countenance — 

Mag^s, 'Pon my foul this defcription^s very 
much hke me tho\ 

Toby. Well-made, ^ genteel deportment ; up- 
on the whole, a gentlemanly figure. 

Maggs. Amazing ! what a pidure of me ! 

Mrs. M. Aftonifhingly like the child indeed. 

Toby* You fee it's you. 

Maggs. No, it's fuch another handfome fellow, 
but really it's not me. 

Toby. Come, I arreft you with a little tap, 
(^trips up his heels) hold his legs, Jahn, that he 
mayn't kick I. 

M M a Maggs, 
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Maggs. Duced ancivil this ! 

Mrs. M. I can't bear to fee him treated fo— ^ 
let the child go you fellows ! 

Toby. Yes the child fliall go — to prifon. 

Mrs. M» -YouVe wrong he's my fon. 

Toiy. And juft now you faid he wasn't. Jahn, 
don't mind her, Madapi Maggs is fo fond of talk- 
ing, (he'll fay any thing-r-bring him alongi 

Maggs. Sir, gentlemen conftables ! mamma ! 
kind country juuices! mother! {Toby holding bim 
by the head^ and John by the legs, they drag bim off.) 

Mrs. M. Why^ you horrid villains, you fliall 
not ! — my child I {Exit after them. 



SCENE III. 

'The Gardens. Statues tbroion down^ and broken 
fragments lying about ; Jbrubs and plant s^ iSc. as 
pulled up. 

£»/tfr Barebon£S, with a broken ftatue. 

Bare. Satan faith, fays he Barebones don't raifc 
a hubbub againft my kingdom, but I faid, Satan 
fays I, it don't fignify your palaver, 1 villdo that 
thing, 1 vill make thy fervant, this here mafter 
Whimmy as a nay void in the teeth of his neigh - 
hours — I vill complete the good work j lay there 
accurfed, {throws it down on a heap) aad I vill 
pull up thy groves, and I vill roof thee < ut of 
the land, {pulls plants out of pots, and flings them 
about) 

Enter Barleycprm. 

^ar. Dang my buttons ! here's a fine kickup ! 

{looking 
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(looking round) what rafcal cou'd have got in 
here — fome one that owes the 'fquirc a grudge. 

^are. Tve been doing of the job, 'twas all pa- 
gan wanity. 

Bar. So it was^ Sir, and you were right to 
capfize it. 

Enler Kitty, {Jinging). 

Kitty. " Ah gone he is whom I love bcft, 
** My handfome Gilderoy." 

Oh ! father, I (hall go diftrafted ; Pm fure it's 
my belov'd Tom that they're taking prisoner to 
Dorchefter, yet fo cruel not to let m • fee him. 

Bar. Why Kate to keep you ac home I muft 
lock you up in the till. 

Enter Toby Thatch. 

Tohy. I've left the prifoner in fafe cuftody with 
Jahn Grum. 

Bare, {afide) Then I brings him up to town^ 
and lodges him with the Marlhal. 

Jittty. Oh heavens ! tell me Toby, is it the her- 
mit ? 

^oby. No. • 

Kitty. It is. 

Toby. 'Tis not — why you're as bad as Mrs. 
Maggs, whojuft nowfaid he was her fon, and 
he wasn't her fon — there's defcription of his par- 
fon. {gives Kitty a paper) 

Kitty, {reading with emotion) Handfome, dark 
countenance, fine teeth, expreffive eye — 'tis he ! 
you hard-hearted creature — but Til releafe my 
own true love, tho* 1 beg my bread for it. 

\Exitbajlily. 
Toby. 
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T^hy. Bc'6 I to lay the doth for you io the 
two-'bedded room, (to Barebones) 

Ban. 1 loves to eat in a parlour. 

Bar. Why we wifti to rcfervc that for otjbcr 
^ompiioy. 

Toby. Parlour ! then. Sir, Ihan't I tap no wine 
—he won't inform — {apart to Barleycorn) 

Bare. I drinks vind,for I thirfts after the good 
things of this vofld. 

Bar. That's right. 

Toby. He's a wet Chriftian. 

Barn Shall they take up dinner? 

Bfire. Yes, I hungers after good ; I could 
mi^nch one morfel of PorcUn mutton ; yea, one 
ipound and an half, and iix and four, and two 
ivheat ears, roafted in vine leaves, and other 
fetcries of niceifli faver. 

[Exit with Tohy: 

Bar. {looking out) The Tquire — dang my but- 
tons, here*il be work. [Exit. 

£nter Whimmy, {looks at the broken ft atues with 
amazement) 

Whim. Fury and diftraftion ! what's all here ! 
— TuUy! {calls) 

Enter Tully, {a little intoxicated) 

Tutfy. ifingirtg) " They'd be like the Highlanders eating 
of kail, 
" And cuffing the Union, fays Grana- 
waile," ' 

Whim. This is your going to the alehoufe, 
here's your brags, here's yellow bees humming 
their bag-pipes — but Til turn over a new leaf. Til 
dig and root out — 

Tally. 
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^ullj. Arrah, Sir, l! wifli you'd kt the leaves 
and the trees alone \ you've been digging and 
rooting here prettily : what put it into your head 
pull up the plants in this manner ? 

Whim. My head, there's my dancing Faunus-— 

TuUy. Oh ! I fee how this is ; you want to 
keep me only as your (how-man, and take the 
head gardening into yaur own hands — the gera« 
Dums all torn, the myrtles, and lillies, and lay- 
iocks, all puird about as if they were eld bean 
fialks. 

Whim. Tou rafeal ! what do you talk of the 
paltry plants— look at the ftatues, none equal to 
them in the Vatican. 

Tully. What do you talk Sir of cans and pitch- 
ers ! Only tell a body what you intend to put 
down in the place — if yourfelf was planted, the 
devil a thing would grow out of your head but 
potatoe apples. 

Whim. Two of my feafons— 

Tully. You don't know the feafons 1 youVc a 

? gentleman, and you've money to buy roots and 
ruitd, but I tell you, you don't know an annual 
from an evergreen. I got myfelf finely laughed 
at te-day by fliewing your kickihaws, but I walh 
niy hands out of ic There's your defcribing- 
book [threes book down) and you may get another 
Ciceroni magpye to chatter to the company. 

Whim. There's a villain ! 

Enter Pran&s« 

Pranks. Pull people's wig's off— can't think 
who the fellow was !— Dick, I'm on the fpur to 
fetch my nephew from Weymouth i what per- 
plexities 
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plextties he has involved me in ! Dolts to appre-* 
hend N2lty Maggd fot him ; thefe country con- 
ftablcs are fo obltidate, won't even take my word i 
but what fort of wild people have you fettled 
amongft here that pull folks heads about ? 

Wbim. Yesj headsj legs, and arrns^ look ! (poikts 
totbiftatues) 

Pranks, (looking round) Ha ! ha ! ha ! a good 
deed this however. 

Whim. What, to demolifli my beauties ? 

Pranks. Your modem gardens are arc fpoiling 
nature } fixing up a ftone woman where one cx- 
pefls to find a rofy girl of healthy fleih^ and 
blood : if we muft have ftatues, inftead of im^ 
porting ancient heathen gods into £ngli(h mea- 
dows, why not encourage Britifli arts to cele- 
brate Britifh heroes ? for a Jupiter by Phidias, 
give me a Howard by a Bacon : the five thoufand 
pounds you laid out upon that clumfy pantheon 
vonder, wou'd have built a neat ciufter of alms-' 
houfes, where age and infancy might find an afy- 
lum from the pangs of indigence. 

Whim. Why, but Billy — 

pranks. When I refled I owe my prefent itfde-» 
pendence to my education in the Blue Coat 
School, as I drive my w^ilky on a Sunday by 
Dulwich College, I feel more warmth of affec-* 
tion.for the memory of Edward the king, and 
Alleyn the player, than for all the travelling cog« 
nofcenti in Chriftendom* Dick, I love reafon. 

Enter Tom Franks. 

7om P. A rare chace, but I got from him— 
S'death 1 {fees Old Pranks, runs off) 
Pranks. Oh, Til have you. (pur/ues) 

Whim. 
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Wbim. He likes reafoh, and the fellow's mad j 
there he runs after my hermit. — Certainly 'twas 
this favage old Goth committed chcfe barbarifms 
here, I hope he'll not find his nephew j however, 
I teuft prepare my daughter for the iDDarriage. 



SCENE ilh 

InJtJe of the Hcrmitaf^e. Tom Pr anics difcovered 
Jetting in bis Hermit* s Dtefs, as if put 9H bafiily. 

Enter Prank^^ 

Pranks, {looking aiout) I thought I had a 
glimpfe of hiin darting this way — £h! one of 
Whimmy's toyS'^{ feeing Tom Pranks) Father 
Dominickdid you fee a young fellow run in here 
•—Do ye hear ! can yoti fpeak !*-it was certain^ 
hr my nephew ; cati ydu fee i I'm on the hunt 
TOra aephew, Tve been good to him, and in 
return he does all he can to torture me, a curs'd 
hound ! break out of jail, &ulking about here^ 
and fufier an innocent man to be taken up for 
hioT ; hand-cuflPd, haul d, and dragg'd — 

Tom P. An innocent man fufFer for me ! (f brows 
'ojj^bis hermit's dref) My dear uncle 1— — 

Pranks. You ! Oh you villain ! How dare you 
borrow money about as you have done ! 

*rom P. Sir, {confufed) I — I— borrowed money 
to get oiit of debt. 

Pranks. Eh ! how ? 

Tom P. Yes, Sir, to pay my debts. 

VOL. III. N N Pranks. 
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Pranks. But why get in debt ? 

Tom P. All owing to my good principle, the 
pe'^ple would truft me, my charader waa fo ex- 
cellent. 

Pranks. Then from your excellent charaftcr 
th:/ think you a rogue ! 

Tom P. Dear Sir, difcriminate between vice 
and folly j you arc the only one I ever wrong'd, 
my fecond parent, my friend, my bcnefa&or. 
Sooner than let this perfon you fpoke of juft now 
any longer bear the dtfgrace that I alone deferve, 
ril inftantly free him by delivering myfelf up to 
hopeiefs imprtfonment, (going) 

Pranks. Eh ! ftop you rogue you, confider how 
terrible a prilbn is. 

Tom P. Lord) Sir, no ! the only difFerence be- 
tween me and the people walking by is^ that 
theyVe on one fide of the door and Tm on t'other, 
to rcfign myfelf to imprifonment now, is barely 
performing the duties of honefty. [Exiim 

Pranks. Surrenders to free che guiltlefs ! Not 
fo bad as I thought him. A mad fellow, but 
youthful intemperance draws him from tbe path 
of right— a generous lad too* 

Enter Kitty. 

Kitty. Sir, Fve been told you*re a banker gen- 
tleman in London, you bankers^ Sir, have al*- 
^ays a great deal of money. 

Pranks, {qfide) I've heard of petticoat pads — 
a piftpl may come out here ! Well my dear^ grant- 
ing I have money, do you want any ? 

Kitty. Not for myfelf. Sir; but there's a young 

gcn- 
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gendeman \t taken up for debt, Sir; I thought ita 
picy he (hould go to prifbn, as he ran out of it 
before, and that, you know. Sir, is a fign he 
doesn't like it $ hard for a perfon to go where they 
can't be happy. 

Pranks. Upon my word this young lady reafons 
extremely pretty j flic muft mean Naty — Well, 
Mifs? 

Kitty. And Sir, my aunt by my mother's fide, 
has IcK me three hundred pounds, independent of 
my father ; here are the papers, Sir, all about it, 
if you'd be fo kind to advance the money, and 
tranfacb the buiinefs of releafingthe young gentle- 
man with it, I'd be very much obliged to you. 
Sin (curtjies) 

Franks, , Here's a charming girl !— ^But who 
cou'd think my Trentice had merit enough to 
attract her attention ? {^Jide) And fo, my dear, 
you think Naty Maggs fo fine a fellow, that you 
give up all your fortupe %o releafe him. , 

Kitty, N^ty Maggs} No, Sir, our 'fquire's 
hermit, Mr. Tom Pranks. 

Pranks. What | my wild nephew! {overjoyed) 

Kitty. Sir, keep the papers, I know you'll free 
him; you look lo good-natured, I befeech you. 
Sir. [Curtjies and E^it. 

Pranks. The heart of an amiable woman is the 
true touchftone of manly merit. This good and 
delicate creature loves my nephew, he muft be a 
worthy ladt — But this attachment is very recent, a 
wifermatch, perhaps, for him than Whimmy's rich 
daughter. T he girl, no matter for her fituation, 
is cpme of a good itock, and fliould be tranf- 
planted. 1 didn't, till now, know Tom — 111 for- 
give, rU give him aIl-*Go to the King's Bench 
M N 2 again I 
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again! that he (han't, while Pve a guinea to keep 
him out of it. [^Exh. 



SCENE IV ; and lajt. 

A Gallery in Whimmt's Houje. 

Enter Tom Pranks, {bafiily crqffing) and Pere- 
grine meeting. 

Pere. Stop, Tonn, whither now ? 

Tom P. To the King's Bench — what*8 the nnat- 
tcr ? Oh, true, Mifs Dian told me — upon my foul 
her father ufes you both very ill— who is this 
whelp he is going to give her to? 

Pere. I don -t know -, Mr. Whimmy has never 
even fecn him. 

Tom P. An uncle isn't it that brings this 
about ? 

Pere. One chance, tljis young roan may, as it's 
a forced thing, be indifferent, and old Mr. Whim- 
my doats fo upon his daughter, that were an em- 
peror to flight her, 'twould for ever lofe his 
favour. 

Tom P. What's this nephew's name ? — who^ 
where, what is he ? 

Pere. 1 know nothing about him. 

Tcm P. Nor old Whimmy either. 

Pere He has never feen him, as Vm told. 

Tom P. Then I'll perfonate him, and I warrant 
difgufl: the old fellow fufficiently to make him 
break off the match ; then. Peregrine, is your 
harveft. I'll be with you in a trice — never be 
difmay'd, when you adoait me a fchemer into 
^our cabinet, for I have tum'd my coat fo often 

fince 
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fince I arrived in thefe parts, th^t there is no 
doubt of my being a moil finifhed j^litician. 

\ lExiu 

Enter Whimmy, and Diav weeping. 

Whim. In vain talking, child — I muft keep mjr 
firft promife, 

Dian. But, dear Sir, will you fentence your 
child to mifery ? 

Pere. Sir, you encouraged me with a certainty 
that I fliou'd be the happicil of men, and now in 
a moment^ to fnath me from Heaven, and plunge 
me into an abyfs of defpair. 

fFbim. Can't help it, Dian j — ^I muft give you 
to my friend'« nephew. 

Enter Ben. 

Ben. Sir, here's a young gentleman infifls 
on feeing you — ^^fecms in a piteous taking* 

Mf^ter Tom Pranks, difguifed like a boy^ bu hair 
loofe^ and pulled round bis face^ fc?r. 

' ^om P. {crying) Oh ! I will not have her. 
Whim. Who are you ? 
Pere. It is certainly Tom Pranks. 

{to Dian) 
Whim* What do you want ? 
Tom P. I don't wan't a wife. 

{Roars out crying. 
Whim. Who the devil cares whether you do 
^ no — have you any budnefs f 

Tonf 
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Tern P. No I'm a geotleman. My uncle 
fays imuft marry youi daughter j but 1 won't. 

(R aring. 

Whim. Can ths be the wild rogue I've 
heard fo much of ? — Why, your uncle told me 
you were another Kind of being. Dian, this is 
ycHir hifband. — How do you like him ? 

Dian, {opart to Peregrine) I fee this — Sir, if 
Mr. Peregrine can pardon me, fincc you've fct 
your heart on it, Vm refigned to your will, with 
the dutiful obedience of a daughter. 

Whim. Now, that's lucky. Peregrine, you 
fee 

Pere. Then, Sir, fincc the lady is fo very fickle, 
J refigo her with little regret. 

Whim. Ah ! this is all very well ; then we'll 
call your uncle ; Parfon Jack is in the next room, 
'and you fliall be married immediately. 

Tom P. But I won't marry her, oh 1 {cries) — I'll 
never fay, dear father-in-law, to fuch an ugly old 
fellow as you. 

Whim. Why, you impudent young fcoundtd, 
dare you affront me, and refufe my daughter ? 
then let your uncle do his worft. There, Pere- 

frine, take Dian, and may I be drowned if ever 
again attempt to part you. 
Pere. You'll alter your mind again, Sir. 
Whim, ril put that out of ray power— go 
children; Dodor! {calling off) tack that couple 
together inftantly. 

{Puts Dian and Peregrine off. 

Enter Pranks* 

Tom P. 'Sdeath ! My uncle again ! 

mim. 
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Whim. Billy, what a bouncing you've kept 
about this nephew of your's. He a blood !~-a 
bubbering milkfop. 

Pranks. My Tom a milkfop ! I fay be*s a 
bock. 

Whim. I fay he's an afs. 

^omP. (Still crying) I won't have a wife. 

fFbim. There's the buck ! a taftelefs cur, hat 
been abufing me here, and refufed my daughtefi 

Tom P. The devil ! am I really the cbarac-^ 
ter I thought I only perfonaced. {afide) 

Pranks^ Where is he ? 

Whim. Can't you fee ? thraih him for his im- 
pudence to me. 

Pranks. This whimpering clown my Tom ! 

Tom P. Aye, poor Tom 1 {throws off his dij^ 
guife) Ha, ha ! uncle ! — Whimmy, how arc you 
my boy ? [claps him m the hack) 

Whim. By the lord, it's my galloping hermit ! 
and your nephew too ! 

Tom P. (to Pranks) Sir, I now fee your good- 
nels ; but had I even before known it, 1 could 
not have enjoyed the blefling you defigned for 
me, at theezpence of a friend's happinels. Mr. 
Peregrine has love and merit.-—! admire^ but 
don't defcrve the lady. 

Pranks. Then, fince youVe fo difinterefted as 
to decline the golden pippin, I'll give you a 
fweet wild firawbcrry. 

Enter Kitty. 

IGity. O Mr. Banker, have you indeed releaied 
him !— 'tis he (looking at Tom Pranks wiih Joy) 
thanky. Sir. (Curt/ies to Pranks.) 

Pranks. 
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Pranks. Tom, here's a young girl that wob*<i 
bave bartered all her little fortune for your free-:, 
dom ; and now as you hope for mine, take )cr« 

ff^Aim. Why, flxe's daughter to the Red Mon, 

Pranks. Eh! my honeft landlord that reliey'Jth* 
fuffcrcrs of Minehcad, while you were fwa low- 
ing peaches in December, and the poorlhtvcring 
Ml cold and aakednefs ! Red Lion, Dick ! where 
honor is derived from benevolence } ihc'sdaugh^ 
cer to a nobleman. 

Tom P. What fay you, my dearcft girl ? 

Klityy Only, Sir^ that my heart is fiU'd with 
gratitude; but you muft alk the Ked Lion's con* 
fent i for tho' you were a hufband for a queeni 
I wou'd not have a prince, if it might grieve an 
indulgent parent* 

Enter Toby Thatch and Johw Gri^m, mtb 
Magcs, ftijonery {his drefs difirdercd and torn) 

Toby. Your worlhip, the defender here is ob-i 
firopolos, and has lick'd I and Jahn Grum< 

Maggs. Aye, dem*me, I plump'd 'en». 

Tom P. Was'tyou, Naty? Vm forry that my 
irregularities (hou'd have involved you in this 
trouble. 

Enter Mrs. Magg». 

Mrs. M, Oh ! Ignatius Maggs — my child to 
be haul'd about — but this comes of your not ac-* 
knowledging me your honor'd mother. 

Pranks. May the fon never get better uftge 
who cou'd deny his parent. 

Enter 
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Enter Ba&letcorh and Tully^ bringing in Bake- 

* BONES. 

Bar. Dang my buttons^ but you fbatl pay me^ 

fFbim. What's this? 

TuUy. Only this devout preacher walks into 
Kir. barleycorn's and crams himfelf like a great 
fowl I then walks off without difcharging his 
ihot ; when aiO^^d, fays he, you'll be p!aid above^ 
and fays Mr. Barleycorn, who by there ? ' and 
lays he, why by Abdicl^ fo they walk'd up ftaira 
to me» where 1 was taking a pint and a whiff of 
tobacco^ I was chriften'd Mr« Tully, fo I walkf 
down— but who ever faw an angel with a pipe in 
his mouth ? I don^t mind paying for a oup's 
dinner; but, Sir^ be fo kind as to fend this 
gentleman to jail for bilking th/e £boufe« How do 
ye do, Mrs. Maggs ? {bowing) 

Torn P. My Saint George's Fields landlord ! 

Bare. The fpirit openeth my mouth. 

Tully. You opened your mouth to fwallow a 
leg of lamb, honey. 

Bare. All things ihall be in common with the 
righteous ? 

Toby. Pay me for ferving capias on Mufter 
Pranks. 

torn P. Me I how ? 

Pranks. Capias ! What, are you that Ham 
Barebones that has lent my nephew money at an 
exorbitant ufance. 

Tom P. That, like the devil, tempted me by 
the means> and now punifhes me for the fin. 

Enter P^egrine and Dian. 

Pere. Mrs. Peregrine, {to Wbimmy) 

VOL. Ill; 00 I>ian. 
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Dian. Deareft fitheryourbleffing.. {they hud 
to Whimmy) 

Tully. There, my bleffing on you both, you 
two fouls, {puts bis band on tbeir beads) 

Tom P. Then, my dear uncle, I take my 
fovely Kitty Barleycorn, and whilfl: her gentle 
qualities convince our friends, that birth and 
rank are not neceffary to conftttute an amiable 
wife, my refpcft for her virtues may prove, that 
the thoughtlefs prodigal can make a tender huf- 
band. 

Wbim. Oh ! Vm happy ! ha ! ha ! We've all 
frot fo very generous. Peregrine, with his Utile 
Fortune, has Dian and all my wealth ; your ne- 
phiw^ with your riches, takes little Kitty Barley. 
tbrti with nothing at all ; and Mrs. Maggs looks 
fo' charming, that I could find in my heart to 
— doing up tfi her) 

Mrs. M. Now that's fo like Mr. (Mmondle, 
{Jmiling and advancing) 

Whim, (ptnsfrom her) To the devil with the 
Olmondles. 

Tom P; Then, Sir, here ends my five years 
hermitage, and, inftead of my annuity, 1 fhall 
Chink myfelf nobly rewarded, if my Andes can^ 
by an indulgent fmile, receive the forgivenefs of 
my generous friends* 



THE ENr* 
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IRISH MIMIC; 

OR, 

BLUNDERS AT BRIGHTON. 

IN TWO ACTS. 

PBRPORMEP AT THE 

THEATRE-ROYAL, (X)VENT-GARDEN, 
iM 1795. 
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Cyprcfs, ,.«., , Mr. Muif^Bif, 

Captain Clifford, ..m«m Mn M'Riady. 

Parrota, « Mr. Johnstone. 

KittKiitt, <i%»**.«M Mr. Clai^emqnt, 

Colin, ^ Mr. Fawcett. 

Harry, Mr. BaRNAan. 

Torter> ••.••••...^•••.^••.•••. Mr..TiroidPsoN. 

Mifs Melcombe, Mrs. Davenpoet^ 

Mifs Julia Melconib«, ;«..».,.... Mrs. Lbs. 

lanfilady, ...„., *.••••••• Mifs Platt. 

Company, Band, Soldiers, &c. 



Scene, Brighthelmjtont.] 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



THE 

IRISH MIMIC; 

BLUNDERS AT BRIGHTON. 



AC T I. 



iSCENE I. 

A Street. 

Enter Colin with a Bajket^ 

Colin, {looking out). 

Yes, it he's, Harry. 

Enter Ha kry, {in morning drefs^ and Bathing Man)^ 

Harry. No, tell Biihopp I fhan't bathe to^ 
morrow. [Exit man. 

Every morning relaxes, and vre come down h^re 
to brace ourfelves up like drums^ for the rattle of 
a London wtnifcr campaign. 

Colin. My brother Harry ! 

Harri^. 
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Harry. Colin ! What brought you here ? 

Colin. An if you go to that> what has brought 
you here ? 

Harry. I came but yefterday with my ladyl 

Colin. Oh, then you got a plcace fince ? So did 
I the very day after we parted in London. 

Harry. Why, that's lucky^ the firft week you 
fet foot in town. 

Colin. >'0, it was quite misfortunate/ My place 
was fo badifh, Mealier was one of the (hew. 

Harry. What, anaflor? 

Cslin. Yes, he aded your foreign Opera Plays, 
in Hay market. 

Harry. Oh then, you were fervant to an Opera 
finger ? 

Colin. Yes, that was it ; he got a huge deal of 
money from our high gentry, here in England ; 
but to fave ic all, and bring it away with him, he 
ftarved himfclf, and gave mc nothing to eat. Til 
be dom'd but he did ; for his faliads, made me 
pick dandelion^ and water creflfcs out of the 
ditches } then he made maccoroni, which be*s Juft 
like our hard dumplings cut into long tobacco 
fioppers ; then he made omiettes, and when he ufed 
to boil eggs, he wanted oie to fupxhe both, an Ita- 
lian fon of a faufage, wanted to fatten an Engli(h- 
man with egg broth, fo I Ijeft him— oh, 1 left him. 

Harry. Well, who do you live with now ? Some 
^Suffex Squire, EJi ? 

Colin. No, I bcs fervant to a defperate voinc 
* lady ! Mifs Melcomhe, from Lancaihirc. 
• Harry. What! (Jurfrijed) ha! ha J ha! hj 
Heavens exceeding good ! 

Colin. Now your miftrdVs Batne, Harry ? 

Harry. Mifs Melcombc from Lancaihire—fTou 
imjpudenc puppy> hpw dace yxw tell me you live 

with 
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with Mife Melcombc, when I am certain, Pm the 
only man fervant fhc has at Brighton* 

Cclin. I fay Tm her only man fervantj, anddomt 
your impudence, brother Harry ! a conceited 
fool ! in his trowfers, flrutting about hke a pair 
ofcompafles. 

Enttr Cypress. 

Cjp. Oh, furc IVc feen you before, {to Colin) 

Colin. Yezj Sir, afore the chair^ and behind' 
the coach. 

Cyp. You live with Mifs Melcombe ? 
. CoUm. Now mind that, Harry — I do, Sir. 

Cyf>. My bclov'd here ? ob, let me fly [— no» 
Ibe likes ceremony. Til fend in my name firft. — 
{takes oui a card and writes) 

Colin. But I muft go give cook the Arundel 
mullets, {goes into bou/e) 

Cyp. {turns) £h, whereas Mifs Melcombe^s 
fervant ? 

Harry, {advanang) Pm here, Sir. 

Cyp. Then you too belong to the lady ? — ftcp ia 
with this card to your miftrcfs^ and bring me 
back an anfwer ^ tell her you faw her dear Cy prefer 
and that i look charmingly. {Harry goes into a dif- 
tinS houfefrom Cclin) Never man had fuch difap- 
pointments! it's the bufinefs of my liFe to be 
kind to my old friends ; to be fure I hope tfaey^ 
will leave me fomething when they die, but no 
chance of that here I fuppofe, they fancy a puff o(F 
fea air can reftore their breath, and a mouthful 
of fait water pickle and preferve them, .and it^B 
no fancy, Tom Nibble that I faw in town with 
one foot in the grave, I met juft now with two 
in a pair of boots. Dick Toothtefs that I left 

fieep'd 
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i|ccp*d in barley witfer^ I find at Hick's Tavcni^ 
peeping at me over a round of beef — Lady Squab 
1 parted, hid in a ftufTd elbow chair, met this 
morning gallopping over the downs^ running a 
race with a ftaflf oMcer* 

Enter Captain CltffoAd, 

Clsf. What, Mr. Cyprcfs! 

Qip. Mad Captain ClifFord here! — eh, btf 
don't look well. Til be civil, (aJiJt) how d'ye do 
a thoufand times, my dear, dear. Sir ? 

aif. Never better, thank heaven 1 jufi efcapcd 
from our mefs ; they drink fo hard — 

Cyp. I fee now he*s frefli and florid, find every 
body I meet in barbarotis health ! fo vexatious ! 
Igoing) Oh, but true, I muft wait for an anfwer 
from the miftrefs of my heart. 

Clif. Ha t ha ! ha ! who is your goddeG i 
Come don't be afham'd to tell 1 

Cy^f. Sir, I boaft of my love for Mifs Mel-' 
combe, as her love to me is hcjr greateil glory! 

Clif. Mifs Melcombe! Can it be my Julia! 
{ajtde) 

Cyp. Yes; Pm the lad of her foul, Pvefcnf 
in my name; now you'll fee hef ardent defire for 
me to fend in myfelf. 

Ciif. Mifs Melcombe's not at Brighton ? 

C^p. Then that houfc is not in Brighton, 
{pointing to that where Harry 'tvent in) 

Clif. My love. next door to where 1 lodge^ and 
I not know it 1 

Re-enter Harrt, both feeing him. 

Cyp. Well, you delivered my card to your 
nuftrefs ? 

Harry. 
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Harry. Yes, Sir, but ihe fays Ihe knows no 
fuch pcrfon. {Exit. 

Cyp. What! 

Citf. Not know the glorious lad of her foul 1 
{claps Cyprefs on the back) ha! ha! ha! 

Cyp. 1 defirc. Sir, Jyoull by my honor 

flic's 

Clif. Hold, Sir I Mifs Melcombe is a lady for 
whom I have the utmoft veneration— —« 

Cyp. You! 

Clif. Yes, I, and for proof TU indulge you, 
and in your own way too, I'll fend in my name* 
{writes on a card) 

Cyp. Not know any fuch gentleman ! {walks 
about) 

Clif. £h ! but Where's Mifs Melcombe's man ? 

Re-enter Colin. 

Colin. Here I be. Sir. 

Clif. Are you her fervailt too ? 

Colin. Oh, yez. Sir, I bes her livery man. 

Clif. And perhaps her common councilman. 

Colin. Noa, Sir, I never durft give her coun- 
eel, tho' I advife her fometimes. Will you 
walk in, old gentleman ? 

Cyp. Old ! rafcal ! 

Clif. Come, Sir. I won't hear even Mifs McU 
colmbe's fervant abus'd. 

Colin. That's right. Sir, love me, love my dog, 

Clif. Then carry that in your paw to your 
miftrefs. [^Exit Colin. 

now Mr. Cyprefs, I don't abfolutely boaft Tm 
quite her glory ! but perhaps Ihe won't defire me 
to fend in myfelf. {ironically) 

VOL. nu F p Re-enter 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



20 THE IRISH MIMIC} 



Re-enter Colin. 

Colin. Sir, I delivered myfelf of your card, but 
my lady fays, ihe doesn't know any thing about 
the perfon that wrote upon it. 

Cyp. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Clif. Impoflible ! by heavens flic is the moft 
capricious !~I fee her duplicity in this feemiog 
denial to Cyprefs ; Julia prefer a fordid rafcal to 
me ! hark'yc, you old raven ! your hovering 
about for legacies is notorious, thro* almoft every 
public place in England ; you have been hooted 
out of thcrooms at Bath, drove from the pantiles 
at Tunbridge, and by heaven, Til have you beat 
ofF the Steine at Brighton. 

Cyp. I beat ! ha ! ha ! ha ! well, I fliould like 
to fee that. 

Colin. So (hould I, Sir : he ! he ! he ! 

Cyp. Rafcal ! 

Colin. He ! he ! he ! [Runs off. 

Clif. ril have this refufal from Mifi Melcoaibe's 
own lips. No, I'll fee her np more; but I'll 
match you Mr. Cyprefs, [^Exit. 

Enter Miss Melcombe, {in ftdl drefs) from the houfe^ 

Mi/s M. Colin ! fetch my parafol. 

Cyp. Oh ! here is my perfidious Peggy. 

Mi/s M. Tbofe young gentlemen will keep fly- 
ing after one fo, I'm glad I didn't bring my niece 
Julia here; no chance of admirers her flimfy 
beauty in the way. What Mr. Cyprefe! I pro- 
tcft I'm glad to fee you! 

Cyp. Yes, ma'am § you'd be glad to fee mc at 

Popdicberry, 
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Pondichcrry, fo you were at the fame time upon 
a Suifex cliff; even from thence, madam, I fhould 
behold you. Love is a monftrous telegraph : if 
you had any compailion, you cou'd read with- 
out fpedades, that flighted paflion is a piteous 
cafe. 

Mifs M. What do you talk to me. Sir, of fpec-- 
tacle cafes ? 

Cyp. Then, madam, HI be round with you : 
you might have put on your barnacles and an- 
iWered my card. 

M/s M. Yours ! my fervant did bring me a 
card juft now, but not from you. 

Cyf. Forgets even my name ! 

Enter Harry, drejed. 

Mi/s M. How provoking ! here's fome gentle* 
man has fent his fervant to watch me about. 
ia/tde) 

Harry. Now for the library. My miftrefs 
ihou'd have fet down more than one number. 

[Going 

Cyp. Didn't I give you a card for your lady ? 

Harry. Certainly, Sir. 

Cyp. And wasn't her anfwer that flie didn't 
know the writer i 

Harry. Knew nothing at all about him. Sir. 

lExit. 

Cyp. There madam ! oh ! fhame ! that a lady 
can rend a man's honeft heart, and then deny it 
to his miferable face ! 

Mifs M. What, Sir, do you talk to me of 
cards to ladies \ and. Sir, I can't help yqur mifer- 
able face ! 

Cyp. You can help, fnadam, my bleeding heart, 
p p 2 thac 
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that you yourfelf have given the fetal ftab to ! 
But — I don't care twopence about her ; Til now 
fcorn in my turn. 

MifsM. Sir, if I have attra^ions^ am I to 
blame ? I didn't make them. 

Cyp. Make ! no« Miis, you bought your lillies 
and rofes ready made ; the. mafter of the cere- 
monies at your toilet places them well enough 
Mifs, but if one was to fee them in a morning, 
there's a caft oflFand change fides, Mifs :*" Where 
** are the lillies? on the cheeks of my PhilisI 
•' where is the rofe? on her pretty little aofe 1" 

Mifs M. Barbarous, cruel man ! 

Cy/>. Nay now, Mifs Melcombe, my dear 
Peggy ! 

Mt/i M. Sir, though I was chriftened Margaret, 
I told you I was iince confirmed Scraphina. Sera- 
phina is my name ! 

Cyp Will you be Seraphina Cyprefs ? (^Takini 
her band) 

Enter Colin j with] a para/oh 

Mifs M. Colin, go to Gregory's and afk for 
the telefcope I chofe on my fortunate raffle yeftcr- 
day. Any meffages, you'll find me on the 
Steine: 

Cyp. My dear Peggy 

Mifs M. Sir, be affured Mifs Melcombe will 
never be Mrs. Cyprefs. [£x/V, with Cclin. 

Cyp. There*s a coquet ! all art, her denial to 
Captain Clifford. She's gone to flirt with him otk 
the Steine. How have I loft her? Some difgul^ ! 
Was it when (he pop'd in upon me t'other dky 
whilft [ was (having ! She defired me not to mind 
her, and like an afs, on I went, up to the eyes 

in 
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in fuds, twitting my features into fifty ugly fhapes 
befoie her.. When fhe afked me for her favourite 
air^ like a fool I muft play it on the German 
i)ute> and put my niouch into fuch an uncomely 
ihape : my attitudes were graceful tho* ! Love is 
gone ! Come revenge ! But how ? 

Enter Boy, leaves band-bills under knockers, gives 
one fo Cypr^sb, and exit. » 

Pfiiaw ! pefter mc with auftion bills ! and — Eh^ 
{reads) *' Great Rooms — Mr. Parrots — Give imi- 
•^ tations — | rincipal performers — fawing a deal 
*« board— celebrated orator — two cats in a gutter 
** — drawing a cork" — ^h, here's an occafion for 
am.ple revenge on my p-rfidious Peggy ! (he has 
killed me^ and I'll make her ridiculous! Oh, I'll 
have her among the cats and gutters! \^Exit^ 



SCENE II. 



^e Steine^ before Gregory's library, comparty walk^ 
ing^ converfing^ fc?r.— ^ — Julia Melcombe and 
others^ Jeated under the piazza , reading. 

Julia, (to Jhcpman) I defired my fervant to call 
for the book. No matter : I'll take it myfelf. 

Man. (writing) Mifs Melcombe. 

Julia. Eh, what Captain Clifford is this? {look- 
ing at fubfcriftion book) My dear Charles at Brigh- 
ton ! molt certain ! 

Enter 
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Enter Captain Clifford. 

Clif. Oh, here is Julia ! Moft obedient ma'am. 

Juiia. Ma*am— fo cool \ well then, naoft obe- 
dienty Sir. Ah| I was once the lovelieft creature 
in the world: wasn't I, Charles? Look in my 
face wretch : is not there now fomebody elfe morr 
lovely ? 

AIR. — JuuA. 

Go, wild and fickle rover. 

Where laft your vows you paid, 
P]y round and play the lover. 

To widow, wife, and maid. 

Late faireft of fair creatures. 

All mine your tears and fighs. 
Have I now other features ? 

Or you got other cycsf 

When Flora's gifts arc comings 

An infeft yon peep out 5 
A bee then fond of humming. 

You pertly buz about. 

When next on flowers you*d fettle> 

With bctle-eye take wing. 
For honey court a nettle, 

Exchanging fting for fting. 

Clif. Why, ma'am, you are very pleafanc. 

Julia. Certainly ; this is the place for plcafure. 
But how long have you been at Brighton f 

Clif. Long enough, madam, to receive proofs 
of what I never even fufpcfted. 

Julia. Don't talk fo loud; the people are all 
iVaring at us. 

Clif 
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Qif. Ob, madam, it's your ambition to be 
ftarcd at by young and old ! 

Julia. 1 was going to take a turn before the 
Pavilion come, give me you arm, and let's know 
what is this mighty bufinefs. 

CUf. 'Pon my honour, ma'am, this isexceding 
well — my arm ! then you are not afraid of meet- 
ing old Cyprefs ? 

Julia. Now blefs your pretty little foul, Charles, 
who is old Cyprels ? 

Clif. Ob, ma'am, that incompreheniibility of 
furprife is really abfurd : you firit refufe to admit 
Cypreis^ becaufe I was in the way; then, to 
foften him by a compleat triumph over me^ you 
/end me out word— 

Enter CoLiVf /peaks in at the Jhop. 

Colin. I want the telepope, that miflrdOt von 
with the dice-box. 

Clif. (flops btm),Oh ! I gave you a card for 
your lady : you brought out for anfwer that (he 
didn't know me? 

Colin. Ycz, Sir. \,Exit intojhopm 

Clif. There madam. 

Julia. But what's all this to me ? 

Clif. You feem vcrycarelefs about it; but I 
think it's very much to you *, and Julia, all in all 
to me : {tenderly) therefore madam, I infill ^ 

Julia. Hold, Sir! you forget yourfelf: fuch 
behaviour in a public place ! 

Clif But, fure I have a right to demand an 
explanation. 

Julia. Oh, my valiant captain ! To proceed in 
form: hadn't you beft fend me a challenge ? but 
you may take it for granted. Sir, that whether in 

refentment 
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rcfcntment or afFcftion, this is the lad time I fliall 
ever give you the meeting. [hKtt. 

Clif. ril flog Cyprefs! no, the good nacured 
ipeople round have wicnefs'd my infulting a wo- 
man ; they ftiall not add to my difgrace by feeing 
me beat an old man. Eh ! isn't this Mr. Parrots, the 
Irifh Mimic I Ha, ha, ha ! A capital miftake in 
talent his, attempts to imitate every charafter 
and di^Ieti the mod oppolite ; yet> with (uch aa 
invincible brogue, that when he fanties he fpeaks 
or fings a variety of voices, you can only think 
yourfclf in a debating fociety at Tipperary, 

Enttr Parrots ii^ii/ Waiter. 

Tar. Waiter, prepare me a good breakfaft of 
fome tea and cakes ; but if you can^t get three new 
laid eggs, you may eat them all yourfelf, {E:dt 
IVaiter) Captain Clifford, how do you do. Sir! 

Clif. Ha ! Mr, Parrots, true, I faw your bills 
for performance. 

Par. Yes, Sir, Tm come to give my imitations, 
and have hir*d a fine big room \ but fuch a bulhel 
of troubles as I have had» 

Clif Tm glad you're come Parrots, I wanted 
fomething to laugh at, this place is very plealant, 
ch ? the Steine, and Downs, and bathing 

Par. Bathing! oh a blefled affair happened to 
me about that, the very day I arrived, I was fo a- 
fraid of nobody coming to hear me, that I was 
about to go back to London ; fo I took my place 
in the machine, but inftead of a ftage coach they 
put me into a wooden clofet, and dragged me into 
the fea : hallo ! fays I, let me out ! Off with your 
clothes, fays the fellow, and tumble out here 
headlong^ 

Clif. 
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Clif. Hal ha! ha I 

Par. Weil, 1 thought Td ftay here a few days 
longer, if only to pick up, among their bathing 
ihops« and raffling machines, a new (lock of ori- 
ginals ; and faith I've been at them cres drop- 
ping about every where ; why t'other night in 
the play houfc, I had a Scotch prcflbytcrian calling 
to the mufic for God fave the King 1 A French 
marqdis bawling for Roaft Beef! and an Iriftiman 
roaring for Rule Britannia ! 

Clif. Oh, you've him at your tongue's end. 

Par. Who, the Iriftunan ? now there you're 
out : he had fuch a devil of a brogue, that he's 
the only perfon there 1 cannot mimic neatly. 

AIR— Parrots. 

I'm the man that can take ofF cvety fowl, 
sFrom the iinging lark, to tlie barking dog. 

Hark! the lark, {mimics) now the dog. 
AU heafts J can mimic upon my fouU 

From the cackling hen, to the grunting hog. 

The hen, (mimics) now the hog, {mimics) 
Airs food for wit, that falls into my diih, 
Uke crowing cock, Pm a fine bird-call; 
An yet I cannot well mimic a fiih, « 

'^caufe that a fiih fays nothing at all. 

At all jolly parties I make a rout, 

{!in caird for my ft>ng; for a joker I pafs; 

But fome how or other — I bring it about. 
That the people all think me a fine jack-afs. . 

At Hanover-fquare, when your concert plays. 

Like them i can preflo, piano too, 
I fing and I whiille with fo much aife. 

The black crowds neat fong, and the tight cuckow., 
Lo! the crow; the cackow. {pumics) 

The fawing of boards,-and the drkwing of cork. 
And water as dropping, drop, drop, drojp, {mimics) 

I tune up my pipe, with my great pitch«rork, ^ 
At the bottom, now, and now a; the top. {mimiai) 
V^L. III. <^<^ The 
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At all joy parties I make a rout* 

Vm tiiVd for my fong ; for a joker I paft^ 

But rome ho.w or other I b^g it about. 
That the people^all think me a fine jack-afs. 

Clif. Ha! ha! ha! this offers fomcthing for 
old Cyprcfs. {Afide) Mr, Parrots, if you fliou'dn'r 
be encouraged here, equal to your merit, you 
rnay eaQly get money for your travelling expences 
however. 

f^ar. Then how my dear Sir ? 

Clif. Lifien. — A gentleman here had an old 
friend, whom he once infultedgrolsly : this friend 
hadn't fpirit to rcfent it himfeif, yet dying lately, 
carried his refentment to his laft breath, abib-^ 
luccly in his will left a legacy of a hundred pounds, 
to any one that wou'd cane him on the open 
Stcinc. 

Par. Ha, ha, ha ! Why that was a comical 
cowardly fort of revenge. 

Clif. Now fuppofe you were to earn this legacy. 

Par. Beat a gentleman ! you don't catch me at 
that Captain. 

Clif Why bcfides touching the cafli, you chaf- 
tife an impudent little rafcal. 

Par. If I were to chaftifc all the impudent raf- 
cals 1 meet, I (hou^d have five fills for every one 
of my ten fingers, thumbs and all. 

Clif Intercft is not the ftring, 1 muft touch the 
Hibernian's courage, {afide) I don't think the le- 
gacy will ever be claim'd, tho* the money is a 
temptation, yet nobody hitherto has ventured to 
win it by ftriking him : he's a remarkably ftrong 
little fellow,, indeed full of tricks with his ftrength 
when he gets a bottle; twifling pokers round his 
n<*ck, battering pewter pots with his forehead: 
they. talk here» (but I acvcr believed it) that the 

- caufc 
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caufe of the ica^ cliff falling, was bis fhoying, in 
a drunken fit, <inc of the great guns off the bat- 
tery : yes» yes k requires a deal of ref<^ution 10 
win this legacy. 

Par. Why, Sir, d'ye think Fm afraid i upon 
the Steioe you fay? any particular time men* 
tion^d in the will? 

Qif. £h, yonder is old Cyprefs, (aJUe) when 
there's a good deal of company, about now, a 
propos, look, that's voyr man. 

Pan What that clergyman bowing to the la« 
dies ? or the man in mourning, Uugiung fo 
hearty? (looking out) 

Clif. Pho, look there. 

Par. Oh the little fquab lad in the bob wig and 
blue and filver coat. But, Captain, if I do earn 
the legacy, who's to pay it me ? 

Clif. What name 1 oh, any, {afide) eh,— *one^ 
«f-K)ne Caprain Tomkins is the executor. 

Par. But where does he live ? 

Clif. Any body will tell you, look, that's his 
houfe. {points off) 

Par. Very well. 

Clif., Here's Jack Daily, hc'U be dr4gging me 
to the bottle, (going) 

{Enter an Officir.) 

Officir. Ha ! ha ! ha ! hollo Clifford ! by hea- 
Tens you're a fine fellow to flip off fo 1 

Clif. Never mind me, there's a lady that 

Officer. Meet a lady with fuch a fober ftupid 
face — Come along my boy ! {Jings) 

«< For Vcaos ne'er lo^u with t finile fo divioe/' 

(Jakes him off) 
<i Q, a Par. 
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Par. To get my bottle I rauft firft tooch the 
corks. He's here, a hundred pound is a good 
thing, but beating him in cold blood-— bv my foul 
J'd rather get a thrafliing myfelf (fo that nobody 
might know it) than Itrike a man that has never 
done me any barm. — But a (lick is neceflary. 

\Exit inio Gregory^ s^ 

Enter Cypress with a new/paper. 

Cyp. Tm burning for revenge on my cruel Peg. 
but no finding this Mr. Parrots the mimic-«a 
deal of fafhion here this evening. 

Enter Colin, /rem tbejbop^ {with a tele/cope.) 

Oh, is your Lady on the Steine ? 

Colin. Sitting in yon voinc company at Craw^ 
ford's library, 

Cyp. She ftiall fee what terms I'm on with peo- 
ple of condition, {looks tbro^ an opera glafs) Sir 
Luke ! we'll fettle our bet at the rooms, (calling of) 
Lady Dimple ! do you ride to Rotcingdeane to- 
morrow? Our friend the Colonel promifes a 
charming treat from the Dorfet band, on the level. 
(calling off) 

Colin. Yes, Sir, midrefs and I will be on the 
level, (looks thro' the Tele/cope) Dick Coachman ! 
Shall us tip a mug of Ncwhaven beer at the white 
horfe ? (calling off ) 

Cyp. Colin ! Cou'dn't you draw your lady this 
way ? tell her (he'll fee fomc^hing very pleafant. 

Colin. Whaty fir, yon wi child and tumbling 
blackamror ? 

Cyp. No make her look towards me. 

Colin. I wull. [Exit. 

Cyp. Then Ihc'l! learn that I'm fomebody for 
all her (corn. 

Re-enter 
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ti£^enier Fakkots from ibejhop^ with a Jlick^ 

Par. ril pay you for this little nag, but now 
take it out ao airing upon trial, {fpeaking^ff) 

Qfp. Let's fee what valetudinarian friends at 
Buxton, {fits and reads ike New/paper, Parrots 
walks round y then Jits bybim) 

Far. I muft get him more amongft the compa- 
tiy, {aftde) Sir, hadn't you bed take a walk ? 
Cyp. Take a walk ! 

Par. Yes, Sir, and I'll take another, and yet 
ve'Il both take the fame walk. 
Cyp. Who is this man ? {afidc) 
Par. I'll make him affront me, and then it 
vill be all his own doing, {drops the cans on Cy^ 
frefs'sfoot) Sir you needn't kick fhelaiah abouf« 
you and he will be better acquainted by and 
bye* 

Cyp. I proteft this is an odd perfon. {afide) 
Par. I don't like ftriking a naked man ; I wiih 
he had fome weapon, (^/fi/f) Sir, how do yoa. 
like this colt ? becaufe Sir, if you'd fiep and 
take a filly out of the fame paddock yonder^ 
they'd breed charming. 
Cyp. Bceed what ? 
Par. A quarrel I 

Cypi^ I do not like this man. {ajlde) 
Par. How (hall I rouze him ! {ajide) When 
that paper's out of hand Sir, I'll thank you for 
it; {takes it) I'moblig'd to you. Sir. 
Cyp' It's now out of hand indeed. 
Par. Sir, I fay that's falfe, for now. it's m 
hand, and yet I'll read it out of hw^.-^-^ireads) 

«• On Saturday died." 

Cyp. Lord Sir, ju ft let me look at the deaths ! 

Par. 
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Par. Takes an affront like mulled claret^ then 
lil beat him wit hone any ceremony for the m^ an- 
' nefs of his fpirit ! {afide) Look ye Sir, as to bat- 
tering pewter pots againft men's foreheads, and 
making cravats of kitchen pokers, that's all to 
me a mere dog's whiftle! 
Cyf. Sir ! 

Par. I never attempted to throw a cannon over 
m cliff" like others i 

Qfp. Did'nt you Sir ? I beg pardon, I thought 
y6u did — Gad this is an odd fellow ! ha ! ha ! ha ! 
{ajide) 

Par. Harkye, Sir, I wifli to avoid ftrife, *aad 
fo — if you'll only tell the executor I did it, I'll 
not do it at all. 

C^p. Then Sir, you may let it alone, vifhat's 
all this he's talking about, I'll do, and you'll not 
do. 

Par. Oh but I will if you go to that, fbtood ! 
and thunder Sir ! why don*c you put me into a 
fury as you did the dead man ? but what did you 
do to make the dying foul leave you fucha token 
of affcAion ? 

C^p. Who ! what ! has any deceafed friend left 
me? 

Par. Ay you're left the truth of a thumping 
legacy ! 

Cyp. Indeed I where am I to receive it my dear 
Sir? 

Par. Why here. 

Cyp. Here ! when ? 

Par. Now. 

Cyp. Who's to pay me it ? 

Par. I. 
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Re-enter Colin. 

Colin. I told my lady Sir, and (he and compa- 
fiy are all looking at you« 

Fan The executor may want a witncfs 

Cyp. Witncfs! why, my deir fir, won't my 
receipt do ? Come, we'll get pens, ink, and 
fiamp in the fhop. 

Par. No, leaving a mark will do for this — ^you 
ftand there, and obferve what pafles. (tc Colin) 

Cyp. Ay, tell your lady what tokens of affec- 
tion I receive from others. Now I'm ready to 
take it. 

Par. And I to jgivc it. {Jirikes bim) 

Cyp. Murder! help! 

Par. There, Tve tried the poney {throws the 
fiick down) And now for a touch at the executor! 

\Exit. 

Cyp. Oh heavens ! oh my back! 

Colin. Then this the joke they're to fee, he, he, 
he ! How my lady laughs, all the gentlefolks be*8 
laughing at you ! he, he, he ! what a happy maa 
you be to make people fo merry ! he, he, he 1 

Sy^. Merry, you villain, yes I'm very happy, 
publickly difgrac'd ! caned on the open Steine! 
and for wnat \ — What did I do to the fellow ? 
Mifs Melcombe may indeed now defpife me, I 
myfelf to draw her attention and be curft to me, 
IMI write to her— explain what I don't under- 
ftand, ril go home — isn't this my old landlady ! 

Enter Landlady. 

Eb, now good dame, where are you gadding, 
and nobody at home to light me a candle ? 
Land. Ah, Mr, Cyprefs, I wiih I could afford 

to 
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to keep a maid, but lavvk one muft call in upon 
one's neighbours to fee whether they're dead or , 
alive. 

Cyp. What then you're a legacy hunter ? you 
felfifh creature ! I fay return home and light my 
candles ! 

Luind. Ah, Sir, I'm only going to the Apothe- 
caries, take a couple of turns more on the Steinc, 
fvT the fea air is fo wholefome for you phthyilcy 
old gentlemen. \Exit. 

Cyp. There's a fcandalous goffip ! eh, gone 
to the apothecary's ! fome hope of an old wo- 
man that goes into an apothecary's fhop, I'll 
make her a prefent of a pair of fleecy hofiery 
gambadoef^. 

Colin. Oh here's the poney. {takes up tbejttck) 

Cyf, Boy, you ftep home with me to ftrikc a 
light, and carry a letter to your lady. 

Colin. Yes, Sjr, he, he, he ! you be more comi- 
cal than tumbling blackamoor. — How cleverly 
he managed the poney, here he went fo ! and 
then he went fo 1 (^flourijhing it over Sypre/s*s 
bead) 

Cyp. Why you rafcal ! {fnatcbes it^ Colin runs 
«^) What will Peggy thmk of me, fure (he 
won't have me after this public difgrace, well it 
not, ril ft'll purine her ; perhaps when (he dies 
fhe may leave me fomething in token of former 
friendihip. 

Air — Cypress. 

Our joys are all fled. 

Oh \ alas, and alack ! 
My friend now lies dead. 

And the houfe hung with blaclc. 

How 
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How can his lov'd wife 

Her vaft forrows endure ? ' y 

She's loft to all life. 

As the mutes at the door. 

Our handkerchiefs wave. 

And our hearts are in dole ; 
He's laid in the grave. 

And we think on the — cole. . ' 

With glafs of wine we'll cheer our woe. 

And wipe our muzzy faces. 
Then hey ! for Doctor's Commons go. ' 

To fee how there the cafe is. 

** I have the fortune," cries one fbn, 

" And t'othfer not a foufki," 
The wife fings, " My kind hufband's gone. 

" He was a Roufi-ouflci." 

Executors grand ! 

Now think how they can crib. 
Left plate, houfe, and land. 

To his deair loving rib. 

With widow we dine, 

AH batchelors met, 
Atchicvement's the fign. 

There's a wife to be let. 

So lonely her— bed! 

Her fad heart fure will break i 
She fwears fhe can't wed 

In Icfs than a— «-weck. 



With glafs of wine, &c. 



Enfer Julia agitated^ and Harry. 



{Exit. 



Julia, And Mr. Clifford lives next door to mc? 
I will not live next door to him — Harry — You 
muft look out other lodgings. Then this was 
the caufe of his behaviour to mc ! ah ! fye ! fyc! 

VOL. III. R R mea 
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men arc all bafc and venal, {afide) How long 
has your brother and his miftrefs been here? 

Harry. But a few days, ma'am. 

Julia And Captain Clifford yon fay fcnt in a 
tender meffagc to my aunt ? that is your brother 
Colin's lady — the other Mifs Melcombe ? 

Harry. Moft certainly ma'am. I didn't know 
you had an aunt ; they fay (he's very rich ? but 
that to be furc you know. 

JuVa. And that fhe is very rich my falfe Clif- 
ford CO be fure knows. But dear he need not be 
vain of his conqueft, for mry venerable aunt 
throws out her lure for every bird that flies ! he 
fancies it is his fine per fon that has, caught her, 
but ril convince him, that with all hirgracc, and 
accompliftiments, he may be fupplanted by the 
firft infignificant, dangling coxcomb, that cbufcs 
to pay her any attention, {aftde) Harry you arc 
acquainted with fome of the pfficers' fcrvants ? 

Harry. Oh yes, madam, very genteel valets. 

Julia Then if you know any very genteel valet, 
that has a very fmart little maUer, whofe regi- 
mentals would fit me 

Harry. Mad.im ! 

Julia. Borrow them — ha, ha, ha I I think I 
Ihall make a fmart Brighton officer ! 1 can dance, 
fport my uniform on the Steine, chatter at the 
libraries, fliew the ladies my neat marquee, then 
at our camp and review, 

ril make a rcut,. 
The cows and Ihecp my only foes, 

Oh prancing ll^cJ curvet about! 
With pppi of powder, fright tiie crows! 



SCENE 



4^ 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



OR, BLUNDERS AT BRIGHTON. 315 

SCENE III. 

(Moon-ligbt) — Be/ore Cypress's Hou/e. 
Enter Captaik Clifford, elevated with Wine. 

Clif, What's company, wine, mirth, without 
love ! women fhould be indulged in their little 
caprices, fince man cannot exift without their 
charming fmiles. I'll call on my divine Julia, 
throw myfelf at her feet and alk her pardon. 
(^Alight appears at the upper ivindo-jo, Cyprefs isfeen 
feated in cap and gown witing.) 

Enter Couv frm the Hou/e. 

Colin. I'll wait on him no longer, my lady will 
want me, and this old rogue will give me nothing. 

Clif. Julia''s fervant ! where have you been ? 
who lives here ? 

CoUn. Mr. Cyprefs, Sir. 

Clif. Eh! I totally forgot 1 wonder if Par 

rots performed the exploit ! That 'tother bottle i 
loll all the fun by it,-.what you're come with a 
letter ? 

Colin No Sir, Iftay to take one, his old land- : 
lady be 8 not yet com'd home, fo ftingy won't 

?/-^'"w''."r^? Mr. Cyprefs bid me wafch door. 

Ut^. Well, I want to alk him a queftion. 
..^*^'«- Noa, Sir, he bid me not let any one 

difturb him whilft he's writing love 

Ij^ Clif. Is that he up there? 

Co/in, yes Sir, he (leeps in a garret for the good 
air over the hills. ^ 

Cli/. Go home, your lady wants you. 

*^ 2 Clif,. 
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Colin. Docs flic ? good bye, Sir. ( Jhuts the 
door) 

Clif. Why did you (but the door ? 

Colin. That nobody mighc go in, till old. wo- 
man conres back. 

Clif. Dem the old woman ! 

Colin. How fine thefc officers talk, dem the 
old woman ! [Exit. 

Clif Julia's diilimulation, carrying on a cor- 
rcfpondence-— Cyprefs has the name of money, 
can flie be fo bafc ! you're compofing your'c love- 
letter ? then I'll diicormpoic^^-^^looking up^ knocks 
at the door) I don't think he can know me. {d^^ 
ranging bi^ drefs) 

Cyp. {within) Colin ! why don't you go to the 
door ? 

Clif. I'll teazc him— but what fliall I fay ! 
{Cyprefs opens the door tjoith a candle) 

Cyp. where is this clown run to ? 
. Clif Przy^ Sir, docs Captain Tomkins live 
here ? 

Cyp. No Sir. 

Clif Alk pardon Sir, any wherein this neigh- 
bourhood, Sir ? 

Cyp. 'Pon my word Sir, I'm but a ftranger 
myfelf. 

Clif Good nighty Sir — forry to give you — fo 
much trouble. 

Cyp. Oh Sir, no trouble, good night Sir. (Jljufs 
the door) 

Clif Ay, trot np, (lijlens) feated ? (looks up) 
yes — {Cyprefs appears at the window ^ takes vppen^ 
Captain Clifford knocks ^ Cyprefs Jl art s^ takes the candle 
and retires) — ay, now trot down again. I hope 
he won't let his t:andle fall, for 1 like to contem- 
plate 
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plate his delegable vifogc— *(/i^iri/2^, Cyprefs opens 
the door) — Pray Sir, does Captaia Tomkios live 
here ? 

Cyp. No, Sir, Captain Tomkios does. toot 
live here, eh ! why, Sir, you are the gentleman 
aiked the fame quellion this i/iftant ! 

Clif. Blefs my foul ! the fame door indeed ! 
Sir, 1 afk pardon. ^ 

Cyp. Oh, Sir, no oflFence — plague what keeps 
the old woman ! 

Clif. Sir, I wifti you a good night. 

Cyp. Oh, Sir, good nigh%to you. [Emt. 

Clif. (Jijiening) Up we trot again — fet to our 
love-letter ? £h, I believe he has taken his pen 
and ink- horn into fome other- room — oh no, 
there fits old amorous Ovid, {knocks^ Cyprefs 
ftariSy appears vext, tries to open the window but 
cannot, the Captain knocks) Oh we trot down a 
little faffer. {hjiening) I believe he's tumbled* 
down ftairs. {Cyprefs opens the door) Pray, Sir, 
does Caprain Tomkins live here ? 

Cyp. Why what the devil, Sir, I told you 
twice no Captain Tomkins lived here. 

Clif. I beg pardon, Sir, forry to give you fo 
much trouble. 

Cyp. Sir, really I don't underftand what you 
mean 

Chf. Sir your mod obedient, I wi(h you a 
good night. 

Cyp. Well, Sir, good night. — {as he^ s fhutting 
tbt door^ Captain Cliford pitjbes it) 

Chf. Oh, Sir, you fecm to have loft one of 
your flippers. 

Cyp. Curfe it all ! 

Clif. Pray, Sir, don't flay out in the cold — 

you'll 
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you'll get a fore throat. {Cyprtfs Jhutting the 
door^ Captain CVffsrdpufites it) Oh but, Sir, can 
you tell me where Captain Tomkins lives ? " 

Cyp. Inquire at the public-houfes. " 

{Jhutting the door, Capt. Cliffiirdpujhes it open 

Clif. Pray Sir; vrhich is the public houfc ? 

Cyp. Hell and fury, 1 don't know ! 

Clif. Sir, I alk pardon — moll obedient, good 
Bight, Sir. [Exit Bowing. 

Cyp. This old woman to take the key of my 
parlour, but I'll quit her lodgings to-morrow ! 
I'll come down no ntore if the houfe is on fire ! 

[Jhuts the do(^. 

Enter a Porter. 

Por. Letter fays number twelve. (bo/Js it to the 
lamp. Cypre/s af^ears at the window writingy Por- 
ter knocks, Cyprep after many attempts, burjis open 
the window and /ooky out) 

Cyp. I'll come down no more ! Get away you 
rafcal! .; . ' ' ^ 

Por. I've.a letter fot> Mr. Cyprefs 

Cyp. Mf^t6,il ,dh:f {fbut's the windozv. 

1 f'"ii H ' '''^►^y, y°" rafcal »~ don't care, the 
Udy/. Ojall pay thu for bringing it. [£x/7. 

" • Efster Parrots. 

Par. Unlucky,' Captain Clifford and his joMy 
party broke up. but where does the executor 
live ?— the Captain pomted this way, fo fince 
1 m on the fpot, I may as well try to find it out 
to night, that I may be lure ofknowin* it in ti-e 
morning, oh this may be it. (goi^g to knock, Cyprefs 

Gfais 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



OR, BLUNDERsUt BRIGHON. 



-^ 



cf>ens the door) Pray* Sir,' docs Captain Tomkins 
live here ? 

Enter Landlady with'^a lantborn ^oing tcvi^ards 
the door, Cyf^rtfs fl^^pryt Jtolently, ParrcSs, 
runs oJf'—fbe^CMrtalhji^psJjaJlily^ \ 



iy\y Of THE FJR^T ACT. 
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ACT IL 



SCENE i: 

Tie Coffee room at Tilts* 
Captain Clifford difcoveftd at Breakfajf. 

Captain CLipford. 

X'LL get leave ef abfence — quit Brighton^ and 
fee Julia no more. 

Enter Ki tt-katt and Waiter. 

Kitt. {looking at the Sutfeription Book)Wh2t then 
your Coffee room is a lubfcription bufineis i 
Captain Clifford is he at Brighton ? 

\fVaiter points to the Captain and Exit. 

Clif. Ah ! Mr. Kicukatt ! 

Kitt. Moft obedient. Sir. 

Clif. Have you been long here ? 

Kitt. Came laft night ; my principal motive is 
to take a picture of your camp on a review day— 

a cap- 
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a capital fubjed):— I flialLliave a^itbmlar like-- 
uefs of each oj^cer — may I hope. Sir, for your 
infloence with your militarjr fdoids, iadividually 
to fit for me ? 

Clif. Certainly. 

KitL I need not fay that Captain Clifford will 
bave a confpicuous fituation in the fore ground* 

{bows. 

Clif. {paujtng) If I never fee Julia Jnore, I 
ihould like to have fome Temembratice of her* 
i^aftde) Mr. Kitt^katt, banifli batdes and campA 
from your mind for the prefeat, I ^fli you to 
take the likenefs of a lady for me ? 

Kitt. With pleafure Sir-^Ssafl I witit upon 
die lady? isfiiein Brighton ? 

Qif. Tes ; but hold s tho' (he has claim to 
the full exertion of your art, her modeft* opinion 
of her own charms could never fuffer her to con- 
feBt^^-'Ihe'Il not fic» it muft be done without her 
knowledge. 

Kitt. Then, Sir, procure me an opportunity of 
feeing her. 

CsUn. (wHbBut) Yezi have our hoefes ready 
at two* 

Cl^. Oh, ftep here my lad ? 

Emer CoLiK« 

Colin. Sir don't keep me, I got anger laft tiifi;ht 
for being out of the way, and miftr^fs was lain 
to fend letter to Mr. Cyprefs by common porter* 

Ctif. Send lecters to him ! well no matter— 
Where's your lady now ? 

Colin. Gone to hear big drum and hautboy on 
Tavilion Parade. 

Clif. Mr. Kitt-katt couldn't ypit take the like^ 
sie(s by a ftolen peep ? 

VOL. iir. s a KiK^ 
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Kitt. Bot how Ihall I know the laidy in the 
crowd ? 

Clif. Here you, ihew your miftrefs to this 
genckman« 

Colin. Shew my miftrefs this gentleman ? 

Clif. Pfha ! point her out to him-*-but don't 
tell her*— —mind. 

Colin. Indeed, Sir, I don't know her mind> 
lhe'8 fo fly. 

. CH/. Pho! Gctalong, (Jbovesbimof) Quick, 
fellow him, obferve the lady he fpeaks to — fup 
with me to-night, and Til introduce you to the 
officers. 

Aif//. Many thanks, my good Sir, adieu* 

lExit. 

Enter Parrots. 

Par, Ah, Sir, what did you run fuch a hum 
upon me ? firft to make me beat a man, then afk 
himfclf for the reward ? 

Clif. What do you mean ? 

Par. Mean! why Captain Tomkins is the gen- 
tleman I thre(h*d, and not the executor I laft 
night I knocked at the houfe, and I thought he'd 
have knock'd the door and myfelf into me win- 
dow the other fide of the way. 

Clif. Why Parrots, did you inquire laft night 
for Captain Tomkins. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Par. Pho, none of your laughing, Sir, tell me 
where the executor lives that I may get in the 
money, and out of the town, as he may be for 
bringing me before a juftice. 

Clif. Ha, ha, ha ! and he opened the door in a 
red night^cap ? ha, ha, ha ! 

Par. 
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Far. Yes he didj but never mind his red night- 
cap now. 

CUf. With a candle in hb hand ? ha» ha, ha ! 

Par. Oh the devil burn your candle. Sir, what 
a laughing you keep I 

Clif. And you afked, '^ Pray, Sir, does Captain 
Tomkins live here V* ha> ha, ha ! 

Par. Yes, I did. 

Clif. Ha, ha, ha ! let's fee, the Captain is one 
executor, but you certainly went to the wrong 
houfe. 

Par. Well right or wrong, TU go no more to 
Captain Tomkins, if there are two executors who 
is the other ? 

Clif. It's Mr; ^ — Come with me, and Pll fliew 
you his houie — ha, ha, ha ! 

Par. Oh, Sir, if you keep grinning io I won't 
go with you ! 'pon my honor. 

Clif. Now Vm ferious, ha, ha, ha i [EpceunU 



SCENE Ih 

Cyprkss*s Lodgings. 

Sntfr Ctprbss. 



Cyp. Pay two guineas a week here, and an old 
beldam keep no maid 1 Oblige me to open doors, 
^nd get myfelf infultcd by all the raff in the ftreets 
I'll direftly ftr London--^pack up my oloaths— 



I s 3 Enter 
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jEii/^r Colin, {crying.) 

Colin. Yes, Sir, it's all along of you. 

Cyp^ Colin, what's the matter ? 

Colin^ Yi«i wou'd bring mc away laft night 
todling after you^ and while I was ouc^ miftrefs 
was in a worry to fend me with a letter. 

Cyp* Ay» to Captaijn Clifford I warrant, I'm 
glad I didn'ti frnd my lietccr to her. Well ? 

Colin. And fo» this morning, Colin, fays flie, 
you're an hooell creature, and the beft zarvant 
that ercr RomUbed a flambeau » but I difchargo 
you for an idle vagabond. I've lofl my place on 
your account, and if you've any conici^nce yov'U 
get mc another or take me yourfelt 

Cyp. *Th\^ fellow will cdl me all hef fecrets. 

Colin. I'm nbw an honeft mow out of bread^^ 
bread bes the fiaff of life, and without it I Ihall 
tumble down, »y^^ wtm*^ was I to trip you up. 

Cyp' His coming is a propos, to prepare and 
attend me on my jouroey — ^X fear you're a fad 
fellow tho\ 

Colin. Yes, Sir, I bes fad out of pleace, hire me^ 
and rU be a merry fellow. 

Cyp. But living with a lady has fpoii'd you. 

C lin. No, Sir, 1 have liv*d with a gentleman 
who was fometimes a prince 1 fometimes a Roman 
Incifer ! fometimes a pagan god I 

Cyp. Did he keep acoach ? 

Cohn. Noa, he was an Italian, fo the Englifli 
nobility kept a coach for him, my maftep fung in 
the Haymarket, he told me. Sir, he u(ed to fing 
f(ir the pope ; he was a comical fellow, they caird 
hiVn the firft Buffalo. 

AIR. 
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AIR. — Colin. 
(Mock Italian Jiyk.') 

Mafticri wasi Opera finger. 

Lived in Alley call'd Cramboni, 
In his ring he wore a finger. 
Much he lov*d too munch Bologni ! 
Sop'd it in vinegarini. 
And fhake over pepperini. 
Caro then his mouth he'd open. 
With no " pia Andrae," 
In the coffee-houfe Spring-garden* 
Signior would no fpendi farden. 
At the Orange take his coflFcc, 
Pianoifiimo drinks off he. 
At the bar whips up a jelli, 
Reado then newfpaperelii^ 
Nice fallad, if he IhouM eye any* 
With pennyo he will buy any. 
li it have dandeiioni, 
Saladiniy beetrootini, 
Rndivini, celerini. 
Napkinnbi, fwii^gidiiu, 
Cutto with the knife and fork* 
Jaw to worko, draw fe cocko. 
Flaflty, glafki, 
Primo, Brimo. 
Brinfcy, whinki^ 
Soko, joko> 
As he pais Hay-Marketti 
Horfe in carto there he metd. 
Hair-bag full was fluffed with hay. 
Hungry Horfo drag away. 

Look like ninni, , 

Ladies grinni, 
J approchi. 
Call a coachi. 
To del watermano throw. 
Penny fifortiflimo; 
He ftcps in, fteo up I puto. 
On his fingers Oopr I Auto, 

Squall 
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Sqnal! whip fmacko^ 

Pavement aracko> 

Pall-Mall-dini, 

Coclcfpurini, 

Up Strandini, 

From Sanguiniy 

Buy pomatum. 

For my patun, 

Tavillocko, 

For my blocko, 

OfVickcri, 

Buy falfe hairi, 

Hardhamofi, 

Snuff my nofei^ 

lAe a caro» 

Temple Baro, 

Fetter Laid, 

Saufageaniy 

Buy of Longman, 

Pretty fon^nun ; 
Sl^ni^r fill bis pockets Aill, 

Sail to Italy backino» 
Dere he laugh at Johnny Ball, 

In his fuperfine Caffino. 

Cyp. Well, my lad, I'll try you— *fiq> to tbe 
CaiUe Inn, and defire them to lend me a j oil chaife 
about eleven ; tell the mader Td join for part, if 
he knows any infirm old lady or gentleman going 
to London, becaufe on a journey Tm very tender 
of the fick. 

Cclin. So am I, Sir, 'twou'd do your heart good 
to get ill, only to fee how careful Td nurfe you 
•— lawy I had it of feyther and mother ; an old 
friend, (that they didn't care two-pence about, 
only hoped he*d leave them fomething when he 
died) was woundedly ill in our ftreet; mother 
ufed to make him chicken broths — and wi little 
puddings ; yet, would you thiqk it, after all, he 
flip*d up to heaven without leaving them, a mar- 
vadee ! 

Cyp. 
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Cyp. That was a Klk ! to heaven 1 no, he flip'd 
down to t'other place, for bis ingratiiude ! 

Colin. Then^ Sir, when you are fick, 111 take 
fuch care of you, that the iboner you go up to 
heaven, and leave me fonnething — the better for 
us both ; \will be fo uiKxpeded you know* 

Cyp. But, boy, you muft find out that geotk- 
man that affronted me yefterday on the Steine, and 
bear him my morcal challenge. 

Colin. Don't trouble yourfelf, Sir; here comes 
the very gentleman, fo you may deliver it your- 
felf. 

Cyp. Oh lord ! Tm going to town^ help me 
t with my luggage, firrah. 

[^Pulls trunks about^ and throws clothes ever biau 

Enter Parrots. 

* 

Par. Well, as the Captain has fent mc now to 
the right executor, he has made amends for all faia 
capers. Oh ! ftop boy, wasn't it you that faw mc 
trim the old gentleman yefterday ? you muft ftay, 
and be my voucher that 1 did it; there's half-a- 
crown for your gentility— oh, the gentleman, I 
prefume; good morning to you, Sir ; according to 
the will, 1 beat the old man yefterday, and if you 
don*t believe it here's a witnefs. 

Cyp. Eh! (Jurns^ Parrots Jurprifed and confufed J) 

Colin. Oh! Sir, he'll believe it without my 
4oath— He, he, he ! 

Par, Boy, return me that half-crown. 

[Exit Colin. 

Cyp. If you're come to renew your earbarifm, 
rU bawl murder out of the window, you villain. 

Par. 
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Par. I'm had again! — I might czped this, 
when the captain got upon his red night caps-— I 
find now he has brought me to the fame houfe^ 
only it looks into another ftrect» 

Cyp. begone I 

Far. Sir^ arc you Mr, Cyprels, or Captaia 
Tomkins, or the executor^ or the dead man, or 
the legatee, adminaftrator, or teilator? I hare 
earn'd the legacy, and will have it, 

Cyp. What legacy ? 

¥ar^ The hundred pound I 

Cyp. Are you dreaming ? Who told you of this 
hundred pound I 

Par. Why, faith, a queer kind of geirais 
enough fet me on,— but do you know ooe,.Cap-i 
cainCUabrd? 

C^p. Captain Clifford ! I fcfc it, a concerted 
plan between him and Mifs Melcombe. {afidc) 
You've been mod grofsly impofed on. 

Par. Why, I fufpecl there has been fome hum 
put upon me; but no harm done ; I wilh you good 
morning; 

Cyp. Sir, there has been a deal of harm, and 
V\\ have juftice — Who arc you ? 

Par. Sir, Tm a gentleman without an efiate, 
cho' Tm an elder brother, as my father had no 
ion but myfelf, fo I'm obhg'd to live upon fecond*^ 
hand voices ; iince there's no legacy, I muft cX^ 
bibit my imitations in the big-room, {ajlde) Sir 
my bill, I hope you'll honour it, (j^ives iiliy 

Cyp. What are you Mr. Parrots, the ^/umlC ? 
The very man I wifli'd to fee. 

Par. i thought fo. Sir, therefore introduced 
royfelf to you. 

Cyp. What, with your oak fapling ? however, 

I for* 
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i forgive all -, Til ftart you a charafter'to mimic, 
the moft whimfical lad7 i 

Par. But is flic well known ? — a great bird ? 

Cyp. Who? Mifs Mclcombel the feather of 
the fafliion— She once lov'd me. 

Par. And ihe doesn't now? Well, fecond 
thoughts are bell. My dear Sir, introduce me to 
her. 

Cyp. She won't let me introduce myfelf. . 

Par. But I muft hear her adions, and fee her 
talk, or how can I mimic her*? 
. Land, (without) Yes, fir, very airy. 

Cyp. This curfcd old woman, dancing the peo- 
ple in upon me to fee the lodgings. 

Enter Landlady and Harry. 

Land. Ay, Sir, you'll not find more pleafant 
lodgings in the town. 

Harry. Oh, fomebody here — dem it, Madam, 
band-boxes ! not room to whip a c^t— {opens the 
windows J flings the chairs abouty throws himfelf on 
tbe/ofa) don't let me difturb any body. — Eh ! this 
is the old blade that fenC the card to my lady this 
morning, 

Cyp. Peggy*s other fervant ! {ajide.) 

Par. A very (aucy conceited gentleman this, 

Harry. No objeft in the profpeft. {Looking out 
of the window^ Parrofsfnatches Harrfs hat^ and 
flings it out of window.) 

Par. Now, Sir, you've a capital objeft, how 
dVc like it ? 

'Harry. Dem'nne, Sir!— Well, Ma'am, if I 
don't fee any thing more to my fancy, I (hall call 
again. [Exit with Landlady i 

VOL. HI. T T Cyp. 
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Cyp. His miftrefs fend him to look for lod^rtgy 
in this houfe ! then Ihe can't know I live here. 
(afide) Thar was Mifs Mekombe's fcrvant^ run 
atcer him, he'll put you in the way of ieeing his 
lady, who, if you can by your mimiciyi make 
a ridiculous laughing ftock-«« 

Par. But you muft bring me a great deal of 
company — fill my rooms with an overflow. 
Cyp. Yes, yes, and forgive you alh 

Par. Thank'ye^ Sir, b^t if I offend a man, 
till I make him reparation I can't forgive myfelf, 
therefore I muft afk your pardon in prefence of all 
the people that faw me wrong you. 

Cyp. What repeated ! I defire it may end here. 

Par. I'll make ample atonement, for I'll fay. 
Sir, I'm forry I ftigmatiz'd you by beating your 
fine old back about, with my dirty little bit of a 
fiick. 

• Cyp. This will be more difgrace than the thing 
itfclf; 

Par. The Stcine is now full J come^ Sin 

Cyp. Sir! I'll not go! 

Par. Do you think I've nothing to do but to 
thre(h you, and then you to deny me an occafion 
to rub off as I go ? Come— 

Cyp. I do forgive you* 

Par. What here in a clofet ? Your non ac- 
ceptance of my conceflion is a demand of fatis- 
fa^ion, that's my inference. 

Cyp. Confound your inference and impudence. 

Par. Only walk with me up the Steine, before 
the pavilion, on the parade — and in the hearing 
of them all — 

Cyp. Get out of my houfe. 

Par. Have a care^ or before I clear off one 

flogging. 
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flogging, you'll make mc give you another j 
why, I believe I tnuft keep a tally to fcorc down 
all the apologies I have to make you. 

Cyp. Well, Sir, I attend you. 

Par. No, Sir, Y\\ wait on you. 

Cyp. Cuifcyourpolitcncls. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

^e Parade^ the Pavilion in view. 

Company converjing^ walkings i^c. Carriages^ horfes^ 
crouds tentSy Jentinels, &c. Military hand} firft^ 
windinfirumentSy play a plaintive Scotch air j then 
drums andjifes'^quick Irijh tune. 

Enter Jwsihy {in regimentals). 

Julia. I think I've paft» hitherto^ quite officer- 
like: — now for a loving atuck upon my aunt 
Margare^. From the time (he came ouc^ (he (hould 
be here by this. 

AIR. — Julia. 

My blttfhes I maft with my fex now fprgct. 

Tho' coy I'm no longer a maid ; 
In bright banufh'd Gorget a brazen face fet, 

. A ball room (hall be my parade : 
In nice chicken glorei as 1 gallantly ftand. 

While fiddles for aAion prepare ; 
For dear pas-de-deux> give the word of command. 

And gracefally foot to the fair. 

Txa At 
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At mcrs when old care in a bompdr is drowtt'd^. 

Let the toaft give a zeil to each glafs ; 
When Bacchus the temples of Cupid has crownM, 

I reel off to my favourite lai's: 
'' Moft lovely," fAys I, •• O thou wit ry and fair, 

** Permit ms to play with your fan ;" 
I'll ftrot and ril fmilc, dem it quite milixaire! 

•Pon my foul I'm a very fine man ! 

Enter Paerots. 

Par. When I thought he was coming out of 
the ftreet door with me, to run back and lock 
hirofelf up in his garret! Captain Clifford told 
me he was as ftrong as a camel I — Ob, here's 
Mifb Melcombe's faucy footman. 

Enter Hakky, {calling tc J vuk.) 

Harry. Madam ! — Well, Ma*am, Tve feen va- 
riety of lodgings. 

Julia. Hufh ! how indifcreet, go. (apart) 

[Exit Harry. 

Par. Madam ! I'm fure he did lay madam. 
Oh, oh ! then this muft be the lady Cyprcfs de- 
fired me to mimic. Such a beautiful creature 
love him ! may be fo, as the F's fat, fair, and 
forty were all the toaft of the young men — Wha 
knows but the S's (hriveled, fallow, and Gxty may 
become the rage of the young women, {afide) 

{Mufic) 

Par. This Irilh mufic is very fine. — Pray, Sir, 
tow do you like Planxty Connor ? 

Julia, I don't know any fuch perfon. 

Par. Perfon ! why. Sir, it's 'Pon my foul 

fte is a pretty Hctlc fellow ! — Dreft herfclf up for 
forae frolick I fuppofc. — When a lady is inclin'd 
for fun, a gentleman (hould cake half the bufinefs 
on himfelf. {qfide) 

Julia. 
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Julia. By his looks he fcems to think I ought 
to be in petticoats, but 1 mufl face it out. {ajide) 
Sir, you fpokc to me — Any buiioefs ? 

Par. Why, Sir, I have no objedion, Sir. 

Julia. Over a bottle ? 

Par. Ay, Sir, any way, Sir! that*s a pretty 
cap upon your head j isn't it heavy ? doesn't it 
hurt your forehead ? 

Julia. This, {iakes offber helmet) Oh, no j Fm 
ufed to wearing a cap* 

Par. Hem ! I believe you are indeed. {aJide) 
that's a fine big fword : who tied you to it ? 

Julia. What, Sir! {fiercely) Sir, my fword 
is tied to me. 

Par. Is it. Sir ?— Oh, (he is a lovely little foul ; 
but can flie think of Cyprefs ! however, as hcMl 
pay me for mimicing her. Til do it ; — and now 
to catch her manner. (aJide) 

Julia. My captain ! 1 dare fay to meet my 
aunt, for yonder fhe trips : 

Mnter Captain Clifford. 

Clif. Julia take lodgings in the very houfc 
with Cyprefs { 

Par. Oh, Captain Clifford, are not you alham- 
td of yourfelf? 

Clif. Mr. Parrots ! what are you at here ? 

Par. My bufincfs ! Sir, Fm comc to mimic 
Mils Melcombe. 

Clif. What ! unkind as (he is, I can*t fufFer 
this, {aftde) Harkye, Mr. Parrots, we ihali 
quarrel if you turn your talents of mimicry to 
any freedom with Mifs Melcombe. 

Par. You have turned your talents of hum to 

a great 
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a great deal of freedom with mc. — iVc plaj'd 
enough ; I mud now work a little. 

Julia. Oh, here is my aunt Margaret. {afiJi 
futs up ghjs.) A devilifii fine woman^ 'pon my 
foul ! 

Par. <' Devilifli fine womaOi 'pon my foul !** 
{mimics) 

Clif. What little martinet have we here ? 

Par. ** What little martinet have we here ?" 
{mimics) 

Serjeant, {uitbcut) To the right about ! 

Par. *' To the right about ! ' {mimics) Zounds, 
Sir ! you've confounded me fo, I don*t know 
whofe voice Tm catching at; if it's the lady's^ 
or the ferjeant's, or yourfelf, or myfclf. 

£nter Miss MelcombE) in riding habit — Julia bows 
to her, kijfes her band ^ fighs fajfxonatehf, and exit. 

Clif. Parrots, who is that puppy ? {looking af* 
ter Julia) 

Par. Oh, he's a very great admirer of one 
Mifs Melcombe. {vonically) 

Off. Indeed! [Exit.bafiily. 

Mifs M. A very impudent young man that ! 

Par. Oh, you are greatly affronted* {afide) 

Mifs M. I think I look better lifteaing to the 
mufic on horfeback, beating time with my little 
whip. Eh, isn't that my lord ? Title is char- 
ming ! the privilege of dreffing as one pleafes, 
it's foon follow'd becaufe worn by the Duchefs ! 
talk loud in the libraries ! politics, a bold man- 
ly voice, ftagger ^bout, have a finical dangling 
church beau fnuffling and ftammering, <* Yes, 
madam, juft the opinion of Montefquieu, ypur 

grace*" 
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grace,** Then 1 look round to fee the fmall gen- 
try's embarraffment, — As I canter by their par- 
lour windows^ make a full ftop^ up with my 
gk(8, then hey, gallop off, turn full front like a 
gallant officer ! 

Par. Faith I think Ihe throws a bit of an ogle 
upon me — I'll give her a little touch of one of 
my die-away s — ^heigbo ! {Jighsy kijfes his band-' 
kerchief and gazes at ber) 

Mi/s M. That gentleman feems to admire^ 
what timid bafiifulnefs — only fteals a glance. 

Par. One may giiefs what's the matter with 
this dowager, how (he's bridling, and purring 
about, like an old tabby cat. 

Mi/s M. He feems deeply fmitten. 

Par. She'll ftretch her neck off her head ! 
heavens ! how ihe rolls her twinklers, now fhe 
fbuts them, there's a fmile looping the corners of 
her mouth to the guflets of her eyes. Faith I be- 
lieve it's for me we are making fwans and pea- 
cocks of ourfelves ; this may be a fliorter cut to 
the calh than my imitations, I'll fay fometbing 
comical and witty to her — {aftde) Pray ma*am, 
what's o'clock ? 

Mifs M. Sir, Fm pad two. 

Par. Yes madam^ you are paft two— and fifty. 
(ajide) Lord madam, how fond you young ladies 
are of walking up and down here. 

Mifs M I wi(h I bad'nt been fo hafty in dif« 
charging that fimple fool Colin, I already feel 
the inconvenience of. being without a fervant. 

Pi^r. Speak your commands, madam ; I am 
your moft devoted fervant, (hall I order your 
carriage ? is that it ? with fhoulder knots on the 
horfes heads ? 

^ Mifs M. No, Sir , but it's a handfome equipage. 

Par. 
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Par. That's the rcafon madam I thought U 
was yours, for when one is handfome themfclves 
it gives a beauty to every thing that belongs to 
chem^ I'm ambitious. Madam, to be your's, 
for at prefcnt Vm but an ordinary fellow. 

Mifs M. Be mine. Sir 1 what do you mean ? 

Par. Faith, I believe I was coo quick to the 
point there, {afidi) Madam9 I meant — no mean- 
ing at all* {iows) 

Mifs M. A very polite man indeed, {afide) 
Oh, Sir, when a tender idea comes in the fiiape 
of a compliment, 'tis an over^delicate modefty to 
be afham'd of revealing it. 

Par. Yes, Madam, modefty is the fault of all 
my countrymen. Mine had like to have been the 
death of mes lad week, a great muficiao, no 
faith he was a phyfician, ordered me— ^faying, 
" Mr. Parrots, you fhou'd go into the hot^bath.*' 
So I went Ma'am, and I faw two doors clofe to- 
gether, by my foul I was fo raodeft, that I didn't 
care to a(k the man which was which, fo opening 
one, in (lead of the hot, I plung'd over head and 
ears into the cold bath. Oh, the (hock was fuch a 
devil of a furprifel 

Mifs M. Ha, ha, ha ! I protell. Sir, juil fuch 
an error was made 

Par. With who pray. Ma'am ? 

Mi/s M. My lap-dog, little Bluff— but I fent 
the dear creature to the cold> and the man flung 
him into the hot bath. 

Par. The lame miftake as mine, only 'twas 
quite the reverfe, what was the matter with the 
pretty little foul ? 

Mtfs M. What foul, Sir? 

Par. Your lap-dog. Madam* 

Mifs M. Oh the dear little animal, quite in 

the 
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tbc gaite du coeur, Was frifking about to amufe 
mc, jumping up to catch flies^ when he un- 
fortunately fwallowed one^ 

Par. Swallow a live fly. Ma'am ! ToU fhou'd 
have made him fwallow a fpider to deftroy it. 

Mi/s M. And prav. Sir, what Ihou'd I have 
fcnt after the fpider r 

Pdf. There, Madam, ends my Ikill as a glafi 
blower; however, TU illuftrate it by example: 
fuppofe a poor debtor was flying from his country 
in a (hip — my cafe, (afide) the (hip is caft away, 
and the debtor*s fwallowed by a whale— not my 
Czfc^afide) then Pd fend an attorney after him. 

Mifs M. Very picafant — but then what wou*d 
you fend after him ? 

Par. Belzebub himfelf ! oh I warrant the devil 
would bring up the attorney, as fure as a pair of 
nut-crackers ! Madam, will you ftep over to Mr. 
Jones's (hop^ to hear him play on his Welch 
harp? 

Enter Colik. 

Colin. No pleaiing that beggarly four crab, I 
wifti my lady wou'd forgive me 5 oh here (he is, 
and that Irilh buck fmirking at her : now or ne-^ 
ver's my time to catch her in a good humour, 
{ajide) do, my lady, pray take me again into 
your fervice 1 kind Sir ! put in a good word foi: 
me. 

Par^ I wilh Madam, if the poor devil has had 
the misfortune to offend you, I'll anfwer he'U 
never repeat it, and the next time he does, cafhicr 
him, without bail or nnain-prize. 

Colin. If Mr, Cyprefs gets me to negleft you 

VOL. III. u u again^ 
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again, this gcntfcman, my frrcnd, hrrr, (hall lay 
two ponies on his back, likle a pair of drum* 
flicks. 

Mifs M. Wen, mind your bufinffs in future. 

Colin. Yes, Ma^am, {j(fyfully) porter Brought 
back letter laft night from Mr. Cyprefs, 'tis on 
your toilet, Ma'am. 

Mifs M. Don't talk to me of Mr Cyprefs.— I 
can't bear thofc (taring officers ! — Colin, prepare 
ih? horfes, I'll ride towards the camp. 

Par. One way to avoid the officers^ {afide) 

Euter KiTT-KATT, {looking round,) 

Kitt. I've loft: the lady's fervarit, and now how 
Ihall I know her— Eh, isn't this he ? Then that 
muft be his miftrefs — this the Captain's flame !—• 
She has money I fuppofe — well, sis he defired, I 
miift take her likenefs. {Takes out pencil and paper.) 

Mifs M. No ! it's like to rain — I'll take an air- 
ing in the fociable. 

Par. Ma'am, t'other day, I and a friend went 
out in my fociable, and we convers'd vcryjocofc,at 
laft we quarrelled abouclhefpelllngofa finger poft, 
and my friend ftruck off my hat in roy fociable, 
and I with one bother knock'd my friend out of 
his fociable. But now, as Mr. Cyprefs bid me, 
I "muft watch and catch hfcr manner, (afide) Oh, 
charming lady! my manner of taking you oflf 
muft give univerfal pleafure. 

Mi/s M. Take me off! But Sir, confider, don't 
let the ardour of your paflion 

Par. The ardour of my paftibn ! 

Mifi M. To attempt to run awiy with nicwou'd 
be fo exceedingly romantic — 

Par. 
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Par. I'm to run away with her too ! oh, very 
well-^thb' we had two ine4ningS9 we're both of 
one mind.— Then my lovely Ibui— —> 

Enter Julia* 

Julia. Permit me the honour, mem — mem, 
your hand. 

Mifs M. The pretty lutle officer! oh fye. Sir, 
d'ye think I'd admit fuch liberties. Sir ? I don't 
know what you mean. Sir! Vd have you to 
IU)Ow, Sir ! Pm not the perfon. Sir ! 

JuUa. Oh, mem — dear mem — ^*pon my foul, 
mem-^that is — Sir, your moft obedient (/r/- 
Ufapbantly to Parrots.) 

[Exit gallanting Mifs Mekombe. 

Par. Well this is fine, after all my modefly 
and politenefs, (he has walked ofF with the impu- 
dent Uttle o£cer — hoik). Dowager, you're mif- 
t;^en iq your man, I've heard of fuch marriages \ 
oh, mulbi't let the fine old lady br decciv'd ; eh, 
ij^n't that my friend the Rev. Dick Bellange > oh, 
oh ! ril talk to him. [Exit. 

Kitt. {Still drawing, looks fuddenly up^ miffes 
Mifs Mekombe.) Gone! that IriOi fool! Two 
goore look9 and \ ha4 her— Another peep. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE lYi and laj. 
A Room in Misi Mei.com he's. 

Mnter Capt. Clifforp. 

Clif. Eh! where have I got to— Mifs-MeN 
"combe's drefllhg room ! — I'm impatie nt^ yet dread 
to fee her.— I don't like quarrels — lift, where we 
cfteem, (hould be a fummer's day of fweet com* 
placency. Eh! Julia's toilet feems.odly furntfh- 
ed! phials, and fluffs of lotion! Paregoric Elixir ! 
lozenges, eh, books, prophecies! Buchan ! no« 
vels, *^ female ftability !"— Oh, from this (he has 
ftudied her new attachment for Cyprefs — the de- 
vil ! (he doesn't paint ? A wig ! why (he feems 
chang'd in foul, mind, and perfon! — Yet her face 
to-day, rctain'd all it's native lovclincfs ! Oh, the 
young coxcomb, {looking out) WkdX old lady's this 
with hind. 

^ [^Rhires. 

Enter Julia an4 Miss Melcombe. 

Julia. Yes, Mem, the harp is delegable, but 
you have a fine voice, Mem. 

Mi/s M. Oh, Sir, you have a fine tafte. 

Julia. Aye, Ma'am, and I've now and then 
the voice of a humming bird — finging convivial 
fongs at our mefs-— has rather impaired it— ^hen we 
officers are obliged to give the word of command 
full and bold, (^ives the word of command) 

M$fs M. Oh, Sir, you military g^ntl^men are 
ip terribly charming } \ 
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Enter Parrots. 

Par. No, Madam, it is I that am terrible^, 
becaufe you arc charming. — I tell you what. Sir, 
I thought you were harmlefs, but now I'm afraid 
of you, fo quit this lady, except you can parry a 
bullet. 

Julia. Oh, Sir, you (hall fee that 

[Exit bajiify. 

Mifs M. Heavens ! Vm all terror ! Sir, de- 
clare, what brought you on the Steioe this morn-> 
ing? 

Par, To take off the lovely Mifs Melcombe^ 

Mi/j M. Indeed! but not without my confent? 

Par. 1 didn't know that was neceCary when 
Mr. Cyprefs bid mc— 

Mi/s M. He ! then he wants to recede — oh, an 
a^fwer to my letter laft night — (takes it from the 
toilet) — heaven's! 'tis my own fent back unopened. 
Yet it will break his heart it I give my band to 
another— (4^^(?) — he, he, he ! then. Sir, you arc 
determined to take me off ? 

Par. You, Madam ! why, this fine Maccau gives 
ine kave to mimick her (ajide) Then, Madam, 
have I your permiffion? 

Mi/sM. Oh Sir— Ofp^m^ ) 

Par. This fhews your good fenfe— IMl catcK 
her voice and manoer now, as Mr. Cyprefs drfired 
me, and if I fail as a lover 1*11 make the moft of 
))er in the way of my profellion. {aRde) 

JAifi M. But Sir, I prefume you're a perfon of 
family ? 

f^ar. *^ Perfon of family.'* (mimics) 

Mifs M. 
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Mifs M. Dont think I jeft> for Sir I mua know 
your connexions. 

Par. ** Know your connedions/* {mmics) 

Enter CjfKiL%s. 

Off. Ha, ha, ha ! that^s right Mr. Pairota ! 
Cruel Peggy ! youVe now a mimiCj you had a 
true adorer. 

Mifs Af. A mimic Its it fo you take me off? 

Qp. Ah you and your Caprain Clifford could 
hy a plot to expofe me, I now deliver you over to 
public ridicule, Mr. Parrots exercife your talent. 

Par. «? Exercife your talent.'' 

Cyp. But not upon me. 

Par. •* Not upon me," 

Mifs M. Right Sir he's an excellent fubjeft. 

Par. " Excellent fobjca.'* 

Mifs M. I (hall go mad I — leave my houfe ! 

Par. •• Leave my houfe !'* 

Cyp. Bravo ! admirable ! 

Par. •* Bravo ! admirable }" pon my foul 

for fubjed you two are a pair of nonpareils. 

Mi/s M. I (hall faint, infulted ! (weeps) 

Cyp. Nay Peggy — Seraphina your tears vnll 
drown the very foul of your dear little Cypreft. 

Par. Mifsy fit down and compofc yourfelf.— « 
(Draws fbe/cpbaforward^ and di/c&vers Ktt^Kaii 
behind it.) 

Par. Why here's another taker off. 

Kitt. Very right Sir, I came for that purpofe. 

Mifs M. Oh heavens ! what danger attends 
our helplefs fez when poflefs'd of tolerable at«> 
traAions— Sir difclofe your purpofe for biding 
here. 

Kitt. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



OR, BLUNDERS AT BRIGHTON. J4| 

Kin. Why ma'am I wasteld it muft be done 
vicbout your knowledge, lb was refolved Co 
catch yoa where 1 con*d. 

Par. Oh this is si taker off quite in our hriOk 

Mifi M. Then Pve ftill the power to vex Mr. 
Cy preis. {afide) Sir I permit «yau — ^the liberty of— 

AiV/. Madam youVe very good, — I have your 
^hin uid eye» and uow for a touch at your ]ips« 

Mifs M. But Sir, ceafider^ don't kt the fer« 
vency of your love 

Kitt. The ^v<Ticy rif iny love ! 

Cyf. {looking ever Kitt Katt's Jboulder.) Why 
Seraphina he's come for your head I a taker off 
in the French faihion. 

Mi/s M. Only to draw me ! then you*re a 
very impudent fellow* Here Colin, open the 
fiFCet door^ for thefe gentlemen. 

Rc-cfUer Captain Clitfokd* 

Gif. Eh— What's the matter here?* 

Kitt. Ob Captain IVefuch a Kkenefs.-*(/S&»ri 
Ihepaper) 

Utf. Likenefs ! 'what do you <mean Sir ? make 
a caricature of the divine Mifs Melcombe ? 

Par. 'Divine! Oh a taker off in the flummery 
way. 

Enter Julia with Piftifls. 

Julia. Now Sir the furvivor take the lady. 
J(Jo Parrots) 

Par. Then I will take you my brave little lady ! 

Julia. Heavens! difcovcred! 

Par. Come to me yourfcif big fword and jnC* 
tol. {embraces ber) 

Mi/sfL 
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Mifs M. Oh this great man will kill my pretty 
little officer — what mifcbief in our fafcinatiBg 
lex — here are five gentlemen will fighc and per- 
haps all be fhot for me. 

Julia. So. Captain Clifford^ you've fet your 
heart on this lady ? ' 

Clif. Me, Sir 1 I know nothing about that 
lady. 

Julia. Really ! and was it not to addrefs her 
that you quitted me ■ ■ 

Clif. You ! 

Mifs M. Why, certainly it is— 

Clif My Julia I 

Julia. Ha, ha, ha! then fince I have inadver- 
tently difcovered myfelf— my dear aunt, how 
glad I am to fee you. 

Mifs M. My niece in this fcandalous meta-* 
morphofes ! go, you are a ihame to your fex. 

Par. Faith, fuch a pretty fellow wou'd do 
honour to a hundred of our fexes-*How do you 
do m^jor ? {to Julia) 

Clff. Ha, ha, ha ! come Julia, you muft for^ 
give me M fee now our odd miftakes proceeded 
from— -ha, ha, ha! I never once thought of - 
your aunt ! 

Cy/. Nor did I know the aunt had a niece. 

Enter CoLiK. 

Colin. Mr. Parrots, the parfon bes waiting up 
flairs to do the job you befpoke him for. 

Mifs M. What Sir ! have you brought a par- 
fon into my houfe too i 

Par. Madam, he foretold he fhou'd marry me 
to you ; and the d^vil take him that makes a 
falle prophet of a reverend divine ! 

Cfp. 
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f)j^p. Fire and Fury ! a fine blunder you*ve made 
Vith your ftuprd mimicries — Peggy, fure you 
Won't throw yourfelf away upon that Jrifli adrcQ^ 
lurcr. 

Par. Be quier, or Til aik yotir pardon be- 
fore the whole blefled bevy here Don't wait 
for legacies of dead men's fhoes, but buy new 
pumps to dance at the four weddings of us two. 
{Takes aiforJ's band.) 

Julia. Ah, Charles, amidft the duplicity of a 
deceitful world, a generous confidence ihould be 
the lover's fecurity. 

Clif. Come, come, my lovely Julia — ^forget 
and forgive-^now I'll give an entertainment at 
Tilts, and who kiiows but Cupid and Bacchus 
may light the toreh of Hymen ! 

Par. Yes, when my dowager gets a fup in her 
eye, fhe'll be able to fee all my perfections double 
—and while the bottle goes round, my only imi- 
tations fliall be to uke off my gfafs ! and our 
glafles Ihall jingle to this chorus, that Brighton 
may be the Country Seat of the 6oddcfs of Healthy 
whilft animstted by a fummer vifit from the Au* 
guft Perfonage, who fweecena the magnificence of 
the Prince with the afiabilicy of the Gentleman* 

FINALE* 

Love 13 ever brealdng 
Lawy mt Ittro^^ makings 
Tho' hla mandates cell u»» 
We flionld ae>r be jeaioas. 
Yet what's moft ehdearing^ 
Still to lofe we're fearing.^ 

VOL. HI. X X Parrots, 
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' ' * Parrots. 

Merry I, fo you fing» 
Fun our fun producing. 
Hearts of care we lighten. 
Joyous jokes at Brighton ! 

Chorus^ 
Merry I, fo you fing> &c« 

Colin, * 

Here I've eat fine wheat ears^ 
^p'd in fea my neat ears ; 
Gollop'd South-down Mutton, 
Tipfey Steine I ftrut on I 

Chorus. 

Merry I, fo you fing» &c. 

Julia. 

Light is my dragooning, 
Sauntrine, triping, tuning ! 
Captain fierce array'd is. 
But to kill the ladies« 

Chorus. 

Merry I, fo yoa fing. See, 

CVPRESS. 

I myfelf could kill! fo 
Vex*d, 1*11 make my will tho 
And to one old Save-all. 
That's myfelf, Fll leave all. 



Chorus. 
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Chorus* 
Merry I, To yoa fing, 8tc. 

Mist Melcombb. 

Farewell Paregoric ! 

Gentle ules of Torick 

Lull me foft to flumber ! 

Sweet delights we'll number. (/« Pmrots.) 

Chorus* 

Merry I> fo yoa ling, Sec 

Parrots. 

Sweet our moon of honey. 
Sweet I'll touch your money s 
Then fo briik and airy> 
Hey for Tippcrary i 

Chorus: 
Merry I, fo you fing. See. 



THB «N|>. 
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DRJMJnS PERSONjE^' 



Six Ulick LiiFydale, Mr. Boots. 

Andrew, or Le Due de Puffen- 

dorff, Mr. Quick. 

O'Toolc, or Lord Limavaddy, . Mr. M'Rbadt. 
Pickle, or Count Frankenmarc, .. Mr. Cu3itt. 

Carty, Mr. Rtdbr. 

Hazard, or Sap, Mr. BaRNARD. 

Picard, ^ Mr. Bon villi. 

Sandy, Mr. Browk. 

Palm, Mr. Janson. 

Cog, .......' Mr. Rock. 

Peep, Mr. Hblmb. 

Corporal Toddy, Mr. Edwin. 

Commiffaire, Mr. Davibs. 

Narcifla, or Lady Caroline, ....... Mifs TwbBdalb. 

Blanch, Mrs. Platt. 

Archers, Clerk, Officers, Waiters, Soldiers, &c. &C« 
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A C T I. 

SCENE L 
A Street. 

Enter Carty^ in a Fo$tman*s morning Jadtet. 
Carty* 

I AM a rogue, but Andrew, our fliam duke it 
a greater. Wrll, if our fociety fliou'd be broke 
'\3p, any taken, ev*n 'peach, as they know me on- 
Ij for Irilh 1 im Carty, little Peter you are fafc. 
Toddy, {without) How to find out the Duke ia 
this gi cat city of Paris. 

Enter Corporal Toddy, (Jomewhat intoxicated). 

Holloa! which is — wherc's the Duke of Puffeo- 
dorff? 

Carty. (in tie Irijb brogue) At homei if not, 
may be he's abroad. 

TodJf. 
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To4Jy. And whereas bis home when he^s fiot 
ibroad ? 

Carty. I belong to his grace, and if you only 
flop 'till I get a little cfeam for his Highne(s^s 

coflVc, I'll 

. Todd;^. Cream ! YouVe not his Highnefs's daU 
ry-maid.->-A Paris footman is fuch a flop-daudle. 
A fcrubbing brufh backled to the foles of your 
pumps, ba, ha, ha 1 to dry-rub the floor to the 
tune ot Malbrook. {mimkking) 

Carty. You're out> Honey^ Tm Irifh. 

Teddy. And I'm Corporal Toddy .in the Im- 
perial iervice. — Ofa> your matter the Duke cou'd 
fo befriend me 1 

Carty. As how, pray \ 

Toddy. You muft know, a detachmeht of onr 
regiment lying at Gemblours-^my Colonel koow- 
ing me to be K>ber, and careful — ^fent me on a re* 
cruiting party to Bruflels, and| gave me money 
to buy accoatrements, ihirtf and ihoe^. Well, 
Sir, I picked up ^my men, fpeechified, aleificd^ 
and wheedled /em, iti our iiay, you know* 

Carty. Faith I believe you're a crimp. 

T>>ddy. 1 furnifh'd—- bought all cheir clothtt^ 
went on Tq capitally 'till I came to the (hoes, and 
then — Oh, .then 1 made the devil of a Faux- 
pas, for in lifting up my leg to ftep into a lhoe« 
maker's (hop,' 1 tumbled into a wine-cellan 

Carty. Ha, ha, ha ! that was a blunder ! 

Toddy. A curs'd miftake, for inftead of lea- 
ther, i bought clarec. 

Carty. Ha, ha, ha ! for which your back will 
be unkathei'd— but what did you do with the. 
claret? 

Toddy. I— drank It— fo the motley bnce brdcc 
into— thought I might as well be hairgfdfor a Ihecp 

as 
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te i lamb— I fpent it all — met a friend here — and 
a friend there — then one— a iTup— and— ano- 
ther a fupT 

Carty. 'Till you fup^d it all up ? 

Toddy. Oh, how I fiourifh'd ! then figured up 
to Paris^ and here I am nov^ without a chink. 

Cariy. Why, man, you're a peculating defaul- 
ter. If you go back you'll be Ihot. 

Toddy. Then lil be ihot if I go back. 

Carty. Embezzle the publick money ! 

Toddy. 'Twas a job, and we great financiers 
always make the mod of a job ; but your mafter 
the Duke, gets me oflFwith a wet finger. 

Carty. Why, What does the Duke know of 
youl 

"Toddy. Never faw his Grace, but my Colonel 
and he are as great as cup and can. — Did you 
ever hear of my brother, he was a fine rogue- 
poor Andrew! went off at the fall of the Ic^f I fear. 
{afide) Bring me to the Duke, you'll fee I know 
how to talk to a cotirtiel*. 

Carty. I fee you don't know how to talk to a 
courtier, or any body belonging to one. {touches 
ikpalm) 

Toddy. Cottit. 

Cariy. Tvc forgot the way. 

Toddy. But I hav'n't. {gives money) 

Carty. Oh, dear Sir ! 

'Toddy. Oh, Sir ! {complimenting each other) 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE If. 

A Afagnifiani Saloon in Andrew's Houfe. 
Enter Narcissaj folhwtJ by Blamch^ {in s 



Blanch. Pray» Mifs, return me my ktter. 

Nar. fiut Madam — 

Blanch. Nay^ i infift upon ic 

Nor. Well, my dear Govcrnefi, don't be u- 
gry«»there— (Gnr^j a letter) 

Blanch. Open ! Then you Ve read it ? 

Nar. I didn't think any harm in reading • 
'letter addrefs'd to myrelf. 

Blanch. Ye^, but I entrufted you with that 
letter in my illnefs, which, had 1 not furviv'dt 
by it you might have dilcovcr'd a (ecrct I durft 
not reveal whUft living. 

Nar. YeSy I know now, that Mr. Andrew is 
sot my father. 

Blanch. HuAi ! 

Nar. Oh, jny dear Governefs ! tell me. Some 
faint traces of what I think I was, hantf like a 
fweet dream upon my memory j I think I wasn'c 
always with Mr. Andrew ^ and thp' I look'd upon 
him as my father, 1 never felt for him chat reve- 
rence of afitdion-*-»No, Mr. Andrew is a wicked 
man 1 Speak — are my real parents but honcft 
people ? if they are poor, I Ihan'c be afliam'd of 
thcu\'^{Weeps) Oh, tell me ! 

Blanch. Amiable child 1 — From your little 
dothca, (for I have *em by me) your parents were 
of no mean condition : all 1 know, my love, is, that 
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Andrew, the mafter of this houfe, ftole you from 
Ireland when about four years old*— brought you 
up as his own, giving you every accompli&ment, 
merely to render you a proper inftrunnent for a 
grand fcheme of his^ which^ it feeois^ is now 
fipe for execution. 

Nar. In the po^er of fuch a wretch ! 

Blaneb. True, my dear— Scarce a town in 
France, or indeed, England or Ireland, that has 
not been the fcene of his frauds and viUainies^ ia 
all fliapes and chara(5lers. 

And. (fTitboui) Narciffa !— Blanch ! 

Blanch. He's here. 

Enter Andrew (wUb an open Utter) 

JnJ. Ah, ha, my ^irl ! call up all your graces 
•i— here's a noDte hufbind coming for you 
Blanch, let's fee how you'll trick her up— She's 
to be Lady Caroline, daughter to a Duke. 

Nar. Ladyl 

Blanch. A Ehike ! ha, ha, ha ! Lord Mr. An- 
drew 1 how r 

And. None of your Mr. Andrews — I am to- 
day the Duke of PufFendorfF-^but hold, yoa 
ihali bear Jack Pickle's letter — Ha, ha, ha ! my 
partner in many a fuccefsful fcheme. {reads) 
*^ Dear Andrew ! I've hook'd at Lifle a noble 
•* gudgeon; Lord Limavaddy, (on to the Earl 
<* of Glenmire, an Iri(h peer ; he has bills on 
*' Perigord's bank for eight thouiand pounds^ 
*< his allowance on his travels— I think your 
" Narciflfa may fnap him-^I've paffed myfelf on 
♦' him for Count Frankenmarc, your nephew — - 
*' mind you call yourfelf (as we laft deterniined) 
•* Le Due De Puffendorff from Vienna — Let the 
Y T a " houfe 
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«^ hDufeyouVe tak«n in Paris (hew in fplendcuf^ 
« Your's,J[ackPicklc.''-r-Ah, ha! Eh Narciffa, 
^« what f^y you to be JUacly Caroline PuffendorfF? 

Ndr. Sec me up as^ an impoftor-^the tool of 
fuch a rcaqd^^loqa deqepttoq ! 

yind. Eh ! what then I fupppfe I'm not your 
father, and have no claim to your obedience I 

Nan. Sir> when the commands of a father are 
contrary to the principles of honor and virtue, a 
fuperior authority bids me difobey }\\m. Blanch^ 
come with me to my room. [Es^eunU 

And. There's a perverfe little devil— rWhVt 
you Narci0a, hufley 1 child !~fhe'U frqftrate alU 
•—here, after my care of bringing her up, to put 
her off on fome great roan, merely tp make my 
own fortune — all my expence in a falhionable 
education — and now (he comes out with her vir-- 
tue and honor-^how did ihe pick 'em up ? — ^I 
had h^r taught mufic and dancing indeed— Ini« 
poiition 1 a fool ! all the world's under a maflc 
and tf noblemen turn gamblers, why not a( g^m-i 
bier turn nobleman. — A Duke I will be-^Hah 1 
** here's a poftcript. {reads) His Lordihip anc^t 
*' will be with you nearly as foon as my letter'*—. 
Eh, we muft be quick — What are my worthy con- 
federates at, idle with fuccefs ? We (hou'd be 
keen at every prey that ftarts-^Ha, ha,ha ! My 
confederates are dill Rogues of *all nations ! 
{laughing without^) 

jE«/^rCARTY, PiCARD, Palm, Cog, SA\xinand 

Shuffle. 

Oh lads, you (hpu'd have been ready for your 
feyeral chara^crs— What h^ve you bepn about? 

Catty. 
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Carty. {wiib the brogue) We've bcea sibout 
the table, and pufliing about the bottle. 

And. Yc8> but you fliou'd keep your faculties 
bright, (barp, we've a nice game to play-r-Hold, 
let's fee— how's this I had appointed your fe-» 
veral ftations in my grace's houfehold ? Ha, ha« 
ha ! Peep is my Swifs-porter^t my gate-rpicard^ 
you're my French groom o'the Chambers- 
Cog, you're my Englifh coachman with your 
fine fat ftupid face — Sober Sandy, you're my 
Scotch Steward, and Carty, my Irifli butler, 
with your jokes, brogue and purple nofe. 
Carty. What's that ? 

And. We (hall want a row of footmen in thf 
hall — So firft; on with your liveries. 

Cart. Arrah, but ftop a little ; upon my fouji 
Mr. Andrew, I don't underftand ^our alwayi 
flapping us into liveries, and making us butlers 
and footmen, and fettingyourfelf up For a Duke 
or an Earl, or fome great man or other — We at- 
tending upon you indeed I Andrew, who are 
you ? — Set you up indeed with an O'Carty behind 
your chair ! 

Cog. Why yes, Mailer Andrew, I don't thinks 
as how its fair, as we ail put in the fame ftock to 
carry on any fchemc, that you (hou'd get all the 
good living. 

Carty. Living ! are you a bilhdp to be pam- 
per'd up, while we like a congregation of cu* 
rates do all the work ? — 1 fay boys, we (hou'd 
all take the gentleman in turn. 
All. Aye, certainly, all in turn. 

And. A moment Who looks the Duke? 

(^conceitedly) 

Sanaj. {in the Scotch dialed) Yaw mean, wha'a 
^refs'd the Duke. 

Cog. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



356 TANTARA-RARA. 

*^ houfeyouVe takfH in Paris flie win ft'. 
« Your's, lack Picklc'^-r-Ah, ha ! F^ g 
^* what f^y you to be JUady Carolin^% ^ p 

iVir. Sec me up as^ an impoftot^ J J' ^ 
fuch a fcand2^1oq$ deception ! ^y^t^ ^ 

yind. Eh ! what then I fupp ^ ^ |; ^ ^ 
father, and have no claim t^ ti^^ ^ ^ i 

Nan. Sir, when the co(H'| i^A%%< 
contrary to the principles ^ i | I'-l'^ ^ ^ • 
fuperior authority bidsr^l^ IM C ^ "^ 
come with me to my r/^ ^ ? ^"1 cJ^ Sf ^ 

.*«^. Therc'3 a ^i/Jis^^J-.^'^ ^ 

you Narcifla, huffc^ /^( ^ I i f 
—here, after my /v^"! I ^ ^eon« 

her oflFon fome j fi 
own fortune-—/ ' ^.udy. 

education — ar ^ 

tue and hof/ ' oy heaven that vulgar re» 

had h^rtaiy^ « ; if he knows aic» I'm uo« 

pofition 1^ 

and if nf .afe your Grace^— «- 
bier tu> X does'nt know me yet. 
^^ her y. Your Highnefs is a foldier'a friend, and 
¥' w' jour%. (bows) 

Eh jjiJ. To keep my face from him. (turm to m 
^^ Miing-g^^fi* as if adjufiir^ bk drefs^ 
? 'I'oddy. He never dar'd face an enemy, that 
^iirns his back upon a friend, {afid^) 

And. {a/tde) The rafcal will expofe me, and 
blow our whole plot. 

Toddy. If your highnefs will but do yourfelf die 
honor to hear my gracious fuic. 

And. (in the German diak£f) Vat? oh! 9iy 

good fellow, retire^ and I'll 

' Toddy. I knew you wou'd— your wkie is goodj 
and fo is yourfelf— I'll talk him over — oh, !iow 

wine 
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}. ^ oil the hinges of a man*s tongue* 

^ ^^ >ited on your highncls— I fay, Vm 

l'^^ ^ your highnefs to alk if— that is 

%\ ^ came for. {afide) 

\ ^<^^i ^^ him a^ay— -If my lord 

%\^%^^ Noes, that's it—that I 

< %^%* «5f "^ • «yc, now for it. 

-^.^^ \^*«=-5^ % *iie .moaey I got to 

Cj, ^ > .-c, an d' * - 

^ \ ' down. 

^ <^e got no (hoes* 

^^at, has the fellow come up here with- 

. ihoes ? mv brother too? oh> difgrace ! {flfidt) 

Joddy. Tho' he's a duke, he might have die 

manners to look at me. {ajide) And fince Tve had 

che honor of being iotroduc'd to four highneis'a 

l»ladL bag. {bows) 

PkkU. {witbmt) His grace is here-^-^his way^ 
^ my lord. 

And. (qfide) Ruin ! how fliall I get this felbw 
•tf^ray ! 

Toddy Sure I know that face, {locking in tbi 
* ^la/s wer Andrew's Jhouldgr) 

Pickle, {without) Picard^ inform his grac e - ■■ ; ■ ■ 
And* jUndonc 1 

Tod4f» {comes round iefore Andrew) •Tis lie ! 
oh, Andrew— -oh, my dear, dear brother, {tbrowt 
kis arms about AndrawU msk) Andy boy ^ I lieard 
you wer^ hang'd. 
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Cgg. Aye, fine feathers 

Carty. Fearhcrs ! Upon my honor^ we're a 
fiock of rooks led on bv a jackdaw, 

jfnJ. Oh, very well, gentlemen. Til throw up 
the hand, and ev'ry man Crir himfelt. (a bud 
hioikhg) There's the young Lord — plague on 
your mutinying— to your pofb— fly ! — 

Euiir PEir. 

Pop. Here*$ Jack Pickle and the Lord ftf|i- 
ping out of their coach, {tbc conftderatcs rm ff 
Sajfrfy) 
, And. Yes, here cornea our nohle pidgeon. 

EatfT CoRfORAL TOODY. 

Who the devil's thia ! by heaven that vulgar rt^ 
probate my brother; if he knows me, I'm uo« 
done. 

Toddy. Plcafe your Grace— 

Jfid. He does'nt know me yet. 

Toddy. Your Highnefs is a foidier's friend, and 
Tm yours, (bows) 

jind. To keep my face from him. (turas to m 
koking'glafsy as if adjufiif^ bis drefsy 

Toddy. He never dar'd face an enemy, that 
turns his back upon a friend. {aji4^) 

And. {a/tde) The rafcal will expofe me, and 
blow our whole plot. 

Toddy. If your highnefs will but do yourfclf the 
honor to hear my gracious fuit. 

And. (in the German dialed) Vat? oh I my 

good fellow, retire^ and I'll 

'Toddy. I knew you wou'd— your wkie is good^ 
and fo is yourfclf— I'll talk him over — oh, how 

wine 
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wine does oil the hinges of a man*s tongue* 
^tifide) IVe waited on your htghne(s*-^I fav> Vol 
come to—pleafe your highnefs to alk if— that is 
— rm come to— Now, for the blood of mc, i 
can't tecolk& what I came for. {afide) 

And. How (hall I get him away^^If my lord 
comes up— pray walk ' ■» ■ 

T^dg. Walk 1 eh, the (hoes, that's it— that I 
was to buy for our regiment % aye^ now for it» 
Ififtde) Pleafc your graccj the joioaey I got to 
purchafe 'em is— — 

And. Begone 1 

Toddy^ All gone, and— 

And. Walk down. 

Toddy, rve got no ihoes. 

And. What, has the fellow come tip here with- 
iHit (hoes \ mv brother too? oh, difgrace ! {flfide) 

Joddy. Tho' he's a duke, he might have die 
manners to look at me. {ajide) And fince Tve had 
the honor of being iotroduc'd to four highneis'a 
black bag. {bows) 

PickU. {without) His grace is here^^this way^ 
my lord. 

And. {qfide) Ruin ! how ftall I get this felbw 
nway ! 

Toddy Sure I know that face, {looking in tbi 
^la/s wer Andrew^s Jhoulder) 

PickU. {without) Picard, inform his grac e - """ 

And. jUndone 1 

Todify. (tonus round itjhre Andrew) 'Tis he ! 
oh, Andrew—oh, my dear, dear brother, {tbrowi 
iris arms about AndrawU rmk) Andy boy, 1 beajxi 
you were hang'd. 
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£n//r PicKLi (^jCountFrankenmarc,) O'Tooi 
as Lord Limavaddy and Carty. 

PUkle. With your eract's permiQlon; I beg 
Icate to iDtroducc my mend^ Lord Limavaddy. 

<ytooL your grace's moft devoted fcrvant. 

And. (in tbi German diakil) My lord^ dis honor 
give rne vaft pleafure. 

Toddy. Pkafure I oh| ray dear brother I {em^^ 
traces Andrew) I'm glad you are not hang'di 
(apart ie him) 

Pickle, (apart to Andrew) What the devil's all 
this? 

And. (apart) Be quiet-^^my lord (t9 O'Tool) 
I've been in de fcrvice> and tho' radder a difci- 
plinarian on duty, yet off, I wifli to gain de good 
vill of de men. Ha, ha> ha I 

Toddy. What's that* brother > 

And. Ha) ha, ha ! True, brother fp]dief-^we ar6 
all brothers, my lord, (apart to Teddy) ftep down 
CO the cellar and get dumb^^runk^ you unlucky 
fcoundrel ! 

Toddy. Brother, but there's the duke now ? 

Afjd. Ha, ha, ha ! True broderj de duke's loft lA 
de foldier. 

0*TooL Certainly, rtiy lord^ dignity can only be 
degraded by diflioni r, and I honor a foldier. 

Toddy. Then a foldier honors yoU/ (foakes 
bands vjfitb O'Tool) Andrew, you'll come and 
crack a fla(k with us below ? 

And. (to Carty) Take it to yoiirfelf, or Vtn 
difcover'd. 

7oddy. Why don't you fpeak ? Will yoo 
come ? (to Andrew) 

Cart;. 
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Carty. Yes, Til com^,. 

Toddy. You ! wait 'till youVc alk'd ; I fpokc 
to my brother. 

And. Ha, ha, ha ! right, broder Soldier. Ha* 
ha, ha ! {winks at 0*Toole) A good recruiting 
agent this. We muft keep fuch neceflary rafcals 
in humour. 

Toddy. Andrew, give me your band. (Jbolds 
out bis band to Andrew^ Carty takes andjbakes it) 

Carty. There, my dear boy. 

Toddy. What's that for ? I'll dear boy your 
head againft the wall! very ready with your 
paw, little Trigedy. 

Carty. Wasn't I to introduce you to the Cla- 
ret ? 

Toddy. What's that, eh ? your two paws^-Cla- 
ret ! another thing, you're the honefteft-^you'U 
come brother Andrew. [Exit^ witb Carty. 

And. (a fide) What an efcape ! 

Pickle. My Lord, (to Andrew) were I that 
fellow's coloncl> XM haye him drum'd out, upon 
my honor. » 

And. A drunken fcoundrel, but a devilifli goot 
foldier^ my Lord. My Lord, now give me 
leave to welcome you* (tbey/alute) Make my 
houfe your own, fend hither your baggage and 
domeftics. 

Q* Toole, (io^j) I fear that clown, my fervant 
has loft bis way. 

Haz. {witbout in the Somerjetjhire dialeff) If this 
is the Puke of Puffendorfi 's, I wants n)y maf- 
ter Lord Limavaddy. 

Pickle: No« here comes poor Sap like a hound 
at fault-^this way, 

VOL. III. z z Enter 
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Enter Hazard. 



Uaz. Lord, your Lordfhip, I thought I never 
fiiou'd had found you. 

O'Tco/e. How aid you lofe me ? 

haz.^ V\ hy, my Lordfhip, getting deown from 
behind the cooch to buy a ballad of a buxom 
brdwn lafs, that vas twirhng a (Irum-lhum as 
nimbJc. {mimiss) 

O'Toole. Retire! 

And. l"la» ha, ha ! Oh, my Lor! Englifh cha* 
rader is a treat to me. — Veil, my honcfl fellow. 

Haz. Thinking to fkip up again on my perch 
— V\ hifk I I Jaw the coach out of fight — od-dang 
It, I was lo frightened — an I run aher 'til! — boW 
I came plump againft a muff — thcie was a gen- 
tlemao behind it itio' — ha, ha, ha 1 — I peeps over 
it, and ax'd him the way — up went his eye- 
brows — Lordaniarcy — how he grinn*d ; and 
ril be hang'd, tbof he had ruffles kll here— if he 
cou'd fpeak even common Englilh, but here he 
went — rue the left — rue the right-r-fo jabber'd— 

0^ Toole. Leave the room, 

Haz. He did^tiH flap— a coach- wheel takes 
him a tip o'the elbow and fpun him round like a 
Tec-to-tum— He, he, he! down came Muff— - 
and there he lay rue and rueful all over. 

And. WZf ha, ha I but come my Lor, permit 
mc to prefent you to my daughter Caroline. 

O'Tcole Your grace does mc much honor. * 

Haz^ Muiln't 1 goa to that bankers for the 
two thoufand pounds ? 

O'Tool. Prefently. 

And. {apart to Pickle) We'll lighten him of 
thole pounds. 

FUkU. 
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, Pickle. A well-fledg'd pidgeon, and we won't 
leave him a feather, {apart) 

Enter Picard; 

Picard. My Lord Duke, here ire your Plan- 
derchcQ tenants to pay their rent; 

And. Boorg ! to bring me monies now-— -my 
Steward— hey--* [Exit Picard. 

Enter Palm. 

Palm, {to Andrew) My Lord, there's the Spa- 
nish, Bavarian, Swedifli and Ruffian Ambafla- 
dors in the anti-chamber. 

And. Dcfe ambaffadors be very troublcforae 
I hate bufinefs when I wifh to enjoy my friend—* 
My Lor, excule me a choment —Count, you and 
your coufin take care of his Lorftiip, I vill ftep 
and apprize Narcifla of your arrival — My Lor, 
your pardon for a moment* 

\_Exeunt Andrew and Pickle feverally. 

O'TooU. Mr. Hazard ! ^ 

tiaz. {in his natural manner) Mr. O'Toolc. 

O'Tml. The Duke here certainly takes me for ^ 
jt Lord. 

Haz. Aye, aiid you*!! trap his daughter and 
her fortune. 

O'Toole. Vm afr;dd I never (hall be able to keep 
up the deception. 

Haz. Why, what's the matter with you now ? 

O'Tool. I don't know, but 1 wifti I had hit on 
fome other method of retrieving my fliattcr'd 
fortune, than by impofing on the hofpitality of this '- 
generous nobleman — He's fo free from the idesi,, : 
zz 2 of 
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of fraud himfelf, that he's above the fufpicioa of 
it in another. 

Haz. And have I brought you to the ground» 
and now you won't fight ; oh, well, if you're fo 
by the Lord, PII whip into a finecoat^ and have 
at the lady myfelf. 

O'Tcole. And here to abufe the friendfhtp with 
which his nephew the Count has honored me— — - 

Haz. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, tho' I now wear a li- 
very, I was once as delicate as you, I was once 
a gentleman as well as yourfelf — fpent as good a 
fortune too, but never was lucky enough to meet 
fo able an advifer as you have in your humble 
fervant— No, poor I met with a rafcally vakt, 
who, one morning went off and left me without 
a fhirt but the one I flept in. 

0'To$le. Bcfide's here's my father's old friend 
Sir Ulick Liffydale in Paris, to whole daughter 
I was'engag'd in our infancy, and if he fhou'd 
hear of this. 

Haz. What ? you'd make one mad ! Sir Ulick 
loft his daughter, you've loft your fortune, and 
if you redeem it by a match with the rich heirefs 
of this houfe, nobody will have caufe to complain. 
Sir Ulick will ice t^e fon of an old friend do 
well without his help — the German Ehike will 
have, tho' not a new Lord, feme old royal Iriflr 
bl6od in his family — the young kdy will have a 
young, handfome and accompliOi'd huiband, 
and, what's beft of all, your gratitude will re- 
ward me with a comfortable competence; and 
in the chiamey corner of life, after all my beat* 
ing about; poor Has-been will fit fnog the re- 
mainder of his days— Mr. OTooleyou are, and 
fhall be a Loid— Here comes the lady— A beau- 
iy 'pon my foul I— Now for it-^ftart amaz'd— 

knee 
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on your knee — Look ! — Sigh !— Talk ! — Her 
money !— Oh chat I was in your coat ! 

O'Took. A lovely creature indeed ! 

Haz. That's the firing, touch it again — play 
up — It's to the tune of eighty thoufand pounds. 
{changes to the clownijb accent) True, my Lord- 
ftiip, rU leave the money in your room. Oh, the 
Grandees V-Afiffeils furfrift and falls back) 

Enter Andrew and Narcissa. 

And. My Lord, my daughter Caroline— (^/jyf 
to her) Narciffa fmile, your fortune's made, 

Nar. My Lord, accept my thanks for this ho- 
nor — Is this the noble youth I mull impofe on ? 
iaftde) 

O^Toole. Madam, I am much beholden to your 
couGn the Count for this ioexpreillble happinclis. 
(Jalutes her) Canl deceive fuch an angel ? {afide) 

And, {apart to Narciffa) Throw him an ogle. 

Haz. {apart to O'Toole) Give her a l<;ifs. {mu^ 
Jic without) 

And. My Lord, vill you pleafe to ftep to dc 
next apartment, my daughter has a little concert, 
it may amufe your Lordfliip. {mujic) 

[Exeunt Andrew, 0' Toole and Narcijfa. 

Haz* {in his natural voice) Huzza ! Victoria ! 
— — -Honefty's 6ne talk when we've our fortune 
to make^-*an honorable fool ! — I cou'd have broke 
his head ; but I muft fpirit him up to it, 'till we 
touch the Duke's cafli — let's fee, I've fettPd with 
O'Toole when he gets her foitunc, to pay m^ 
three thoufand — Shall I throw it Into buhnefs— 
buy a plac^, or — No, Pll purchafe an annuity, 
fnug. Hi, ha, ha !-— What a happy thought — Eh I 
che Duke — I (hoti'd like to hear bis private opi^ 

ULOd 
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nton of my pupil — here the Count too— •ayi— j* 
hell tell him— ril liften — (i^eis under a tabk 
covered with green baize) Oh, fuch a pleafure — us 
poor wits^ to trick thefe rich dull blockheads! 

Enter Pickle. 

Pickle, {as entering) Come hither Andrew. 
Ha%. {under the table) Now, who the devil's 
Andrew ? 

Enter Andiuw^ 

Fickle. Ha, ha, ha ! Well, my boy^ han*t 1 
hook'd the noble gudgeon compleatly. 

Jnd. Capital ! NarcilTa has him, ha, ha, ha ! 

Pickle. And you affc the German Duke like a 
complete rafcal. 

Haz. (afide under the table) Aft the Duke ! 

Andi. And you, Pickle, fham the Count admi- 
rably, ha, ha, ha ! 

Pickle. Andrew, you muft be contented with 
his marrying Narciua, thcp you'll have him en- 
tirely in your own bands, therefore the eight 
thoufand he has at his banker's we mud divide 
amongft usw 

Jnd. 1 muft have my (hare of that for roy 
trouble in taking this houfe, collecting, mar- 
ihalling, and keeping our lads together. But 
let's ftrip him firft, I've the dice loaded, and the 
cards markM ready. 

Pickle, We wo*n't leave him a guinea, and he 
has Spa and Rome yet to vifit. 

And. We'll let him win four or five hundred 
firft to blood him, then turn the tables, and his 
thoufands tumble into our pockets* ha^ ha> ha 1 

Pickle. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Enter 
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Enter Carty. 

Carty. Oh, then you two gags, what are ynu 
both got grinning about here ? There's my Lord 
alking for your Ciracf , and your Countfhip. Do 
you know, that because he's my countryman, it 
goes almo I againlt my confcience to cheat him; 
but which of you do him up at the cards ? An- 
drew, I think you're beft at the flip. 

And I can't ; his Lordftiip feems a curs'd able 
young fellow , and fince I put my thumb out, 
Vm afraid to venture to do any one, except a 
friend, or fome particular acquamtance. Is fup^ 
per ready ? 

Carty. It is ready ; but I defire you don't fup 
in your old itile, leave us fome of the pheafants^ 
and let ipe have fome Burgundy for your bro^ 
tber, the drunken corporal \ Peep has got him 
out in the porter's lodge. 

And. Come, but bvli— (throws bmfelf into the 
Dukes cbaraifer) Eh, aye, there is the ducal 
jnafk upon my face. I am the Duke Puffen- 
dorfF, you my » ephew Count Frankenmarc. 

[Exft^Jfately. Pickle and Carty follow. 

Hnz. (loohng from under the tabky whijiles) So, 
fo this is my fnug chimney-corner for life ? (rifes) 
I thought we rofe early this morning, but I find 
other people were up before us — well, well, well! 
Why, this is the battle of the rooks, and the 
longeft claw for it, 1 lere's a Duke Puffendorff 
for my Lord Limavaddy! Then whift is the 
game, and tho' honors arc divided, the odd trick 
wins the rubber. [Exit. 

END OF THE FIRST AfT. 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

t 

An jiudience Chamber in the Commissairb'i. 

CoMMissAiRE and Officers difcaver^d^ featedd^ 
table. 

COMMISSAIRE. 

A.ND why don't you introduce him— 
Sir Uuck Liffydale, (enuring) 

Sir U. Faith, ^nd Til introduce myfelf. 

Com. And who is yourfclf, hah ? 

Sir U. Sir Vlick UflFydale, of KLnep^d in the 
kingdom of Ireland. 

Com. Sir, I aik you a thoufand pardons, {rijti) 

Sir U. Monfieur Comnuffaire, I look on your 
office here, to be much the fame as the Bow- 
Itrect office in London ; and Tm come over to 
France in fearch of a daughter that was ftolc 
from me fifteen years ago in Ireland ; I'm told 
the kidnapping thief that took her, is in Paris, 

and 
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and if you findbtia for me/ 111 git!e youfiy« 
liundrcd of as rough gmneas as ever £kaited oiK 
Latouche's compter. 

Com. Sir) in the PoHce of Paris^ Juftice does 
not carry her fcales to weigh gold«-^you*re a flr%n« 
ger — do me the honor to dine with !Bifr» dndjn 
Che evening 1 think I've a dub that usay kad ttf 
the very offenderyon mean. i. • 

Sir 17. Then upon my honor I will dim wafth 
you-^hat is, y6tt ihall eatt |i fai^^f mutton imh 
me, over ac my Hotel, becaufe I've aik'd fome 
friends. 

Com. Sir, I'll do myfdf the honor to attend 
you. ' Le i^lumc> if any cauies, fend *em over 
Jtome, m hear 'em there : it may aMuft you^ Sir 
Ulick; and give you fome idea of ithat ibrt of 
pe6plc we Parifiansare— 'But OortMj, my cl^rk ihall 
take your information-^Leonard, have a file of 
mufqueteers ready. I think. Sir, we feall find 
your man i aye, aye — come, clerk, have thoft 
band-bills diftribruted : 1 long to fpread the nets 
over Mr. Andrew and his covey. 

Officer. Ttre way there, for Monfieor Le 
Con^mifTaire. \^ExtiMk 



, SCENE XL 

Andrew's Hoirfe^ 

Enter Andrisw and Pigku* 

And. I think Narcifla has him. 

Pickle. Yes i but by Heav'ni all's up, if you 

toL. iir^ 3 A don;i 
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don't get chat drunken fcoundrcl, your brother^ 
out of the houfe— he's been tipling. and roariog, 
and if my Lord comes in his way — 

Toddy.' {Wiihmu) HoUoa^ Brother Andrew ! 

Pick. lyye bear him ? 
' And. H«lh ! Some foldiers have been fent from 
Bfufiels^ to apprehend him for th( regimental 
money he has made away with— *1 11 wheedle him 
cot, and as he's nmddJed you may cafily put him 
inco their hand»-*Stop for him in the Ifareet. 

[ExUPickU. 

J&f/^rCoRPORAt ToDon 

* ^tt/. Wbatf. you are not going ? 

Toddy. (Loud) No. 
. Jlnd.. .{in an under tone) If you^U only go, PU 
give you— rany thii>g. 

Toddy. I take any thing from your betters^ 
but you give me ten guineas. 
. .Andn I've given you a bill for twenty already. 

Toddy. So you did — ^give me thirty guineas. 
. jind. Curfe the fellow 1— there's five to get rid 
c£ you., {Gives bim money , which be puts into bis 
coat pocket) Now will you go ? 

Toddy. I will'-^Aad fo this Lord is to marry 
the girl you , ftole from her parents — ^ha> ha^ ha I 
and he thinks you're a Duke! 

And. {afide) Peep muft have blab'd this* 

Toddy. Ha, ha, ha ! My brother a Duke i 

And. For heaven's fake don^t call me bro« 
thcr 

Toddy. Why, w6u*d you have me call you fif* 
ter ? — 1 tell you what Andrew — . 
r And. Yes, I fhall be bloyvn— if Narcifla was 

but 
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but married— (tf/fiO—WiU you go before his 

Lordlhip rifcs ? v u. ' t ' 

Toddy. Well, I mW-^otng, retums)^hat I 
ftou'd like to have a little converfation wit» » 
l/>rd — talk politics. 

Jnd. Do you wi(h to expofe and ruia me? 
Toddy. 1- don't, Andrew. . . 

jhd. Ibefecchyou, don't call me Andrew. 
Todd^. I won't Andrew, b this your own 
coat you've on ? 
And. Yes. 

Todtfy. Did you pay the taylor ? {Bell nngs) 
Jnd. My Lord's bell! 
Toddy. {Lmd) Coming up. Sir ! 
And. The Devil ! D'ye think you're in an ale- 
lioufe ? 

Toddy. I wiih I was. 

>f»<jt, Hufli 1 this way— 

Toddy. Not a word— I'm with jon—iGotHg) 

And, (Softfy) My dear fellow ! 

Toddy. Are you fufe my Lord is in the next 

room ? ^ ^ ^r 

And. Certain— and I wou'dn't wilh for fifty 

pounds he heard you. 

Toddy. Oh, ho ! {afide) then I'll only fay one 
word more. {In an under tone) I'm now in Paris, 

an'tl? 

And. Yes, I wifhyou were at the devil, {afidt) 

%oddy. If you don't this moment lay fifty gui- 
neas here, I'll roar out Andrew, that they may 
hear me at St. Andrew's Holborn. 

Andi Hulh! I've no more calh,'but there's a 
note on Perigord's bank for fifty. 

Tod. Eh ! {Reads) « On demand pay"-n-vcry 

well— (P«/i // tn 9 focht-beok in bis (oat fdcket) 

Thanl? ye. 

3 A 2 Ana. 
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And. Adieu, my dear brother. 
^oddy. Call me brother, and I'll knock you 
down, you rafcal-7«(<S*«j^) 

7' Some are Lordi, and feme are Dakes> Jneny be the firft 
•* of Augijft." 

[ExU. 
And. Thaak Heaven> he> provided for — Hey 
f— yonder *s my Lord and Narciffa — fee if flie 
don't turn away from him. Yes, Wvi\i her ridicu- 
lous honor and virtue, (he'll overfet the whole 
marriage vehicle'~I muft in time take care of my- 
felt^— It my Lord's roona is open, rU— or even 
lock'd^ I can^— here cooks the clod, his fer-> 
vvir. 

Enter Hazard, {with a bag.) 

[In the German accent^ Who are — Oh, aye, you 
are my Lor Linciavaddy'^ Valet. 

Haz. Yes, an pleafe your Grace — ^fince my 
fnafier-«*my Lord, I mean, left his Valet at Liflc, 
he has promoted I— Ha, ha, ha! 

And% You are a careful man. 

Haz. Oh, ye7, yez, I he's mortifli careful-^- 
all this money I've been getting at bank, and Til 
}ay it by careful enough 'till 1 tell it over to 
him. {touching his coatfocket) 

And. Yes, yes-r-be a good lad— 

[Exit. 

Hdxi Ha, ha, ha 1 Yes, your gracelefs Grace, 
and yet O'TooIe fcruples ta. cheat this honeft 
Duke — Vm right n6t to let Mm know that 
they're impoftors as well as ourfelves, for now 
his refpeA for this rafcal is natural — But, ha, ha, 
ha ! he's fell really in love wilb their (ham Lady 

Cai\>itriC*- 
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CarolinC'-^Here's the fellow I thought I knew 
laft night — Carty they call him : Eh ! by hcavca 
it is Peter^ the very fervant that ran away and 
robb'd me.— He one of the ganj; too!— Yes, its 
all a confederacy ! 

Enter Cakty. 

Carty. (in bis own veiccy ajtde) This Lord Lt^ 
mavaddy's fervant has the very features of my old 
mafter> Mr« Hazard ! 

Ua%. Yes it is Peter ? 

Carty. Reduced to a livery — can't be — ^yet, as 
IVe known footmen ftepping into their coaches, 
why not a gentleman be obliged to Hep up be« 
hind one. {afidi) 

Haz. Seems confidering — I hopeheforgeismc. 
{afuU) 

Carty. {aftde) If he recoUecls me, Pm in a 
hopeful way> for the clothes I Hole from him. 

Haz. {afide) If I cou'd get a nearer view of 
his face without difcovering my own. 

Carty {aftde) The height and Ihape, but I 
don't think the features, {eyeing each other ajkanct^ 
4nd approaching hy degrees) Here goes at a ven- 
ture. {Slaps Hazard on the Jboulder^ and /peals 
with the brogue) My honefl: fellow, arrab, you 
haven't had no coffee. 

Haz. Noa, noa, zur ; I didn't think it was the 
cuftom in France to give coffee to fervants. 

Carty. {ajide) No, it's not he. 

Haz. {aftde) Yes, 'tis my friend Peter. 

Carty. {aftde) And yet — Eh — I'll found him— 
Faith, my boy, and I think I've fcen your face 
fomewhere« 

Haz^ 
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Haz. Noa^ zur, — ^I never was there in alt my 
life. 

Carty. A pretty fort of an anfwer— 111 try 
again, {afide) Did you ever fee my face ? 
Haz. Yez, zur, zure. 

Catty. When? 

Haz. Juftnow. 

Carty. Where ? 

Jiaz. There {points to bis face) 

Carty. {afide) The very tone of his voice, and 
he may (ham the dialed. 

Haz. {afide) Yes» he's in doubt, but I muft 
not own myfelf. 

Carty. {aftde) If 'tis he ! now to draw him 
oat — Hcarkcc — a word — [in a low tone) the ho- 
fieftefl: of u$ all may have a reafon fo put on 
a dtfguife, but you needn't be' afraid of roe. 

Haz. Afraid of you — why zure youVe not 
Irilh Kyan the boxer ? 

Carty. {afide) Clofe yet \ but if he's really in 
ncceffity. Til throw out a bait— — YouVe the 
very picture of a dear friend I had once — ^paid as 
much attention to him, aye, as^ one cou^d to a 
mafter; but having a quarrel with a fancy chap, 
] gave him fuch a beating, I thought I had killM 
him; fo faith, I was obliged to make off in fuch 
a hurry, that in my confufion I pack'd up my 
clothes in a portmantel, and carried 'em off with 
my own — Now an't yon he ? 

Haz. Me ! — not I — I never — 

Carty. Come, own yourfdf to be he, and Til 
jnake good every fhillihgs worth I took from. you 
ihis moment. 

Haz. Will you ? — Eh, now I recollca, I am 
he — Ha, ha, ha! 

Carry 
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Carty. (qfide) Eh ! no, it's not, I was wrong. 
— I find you wou*d be a knave, if you knew 
how. 

Haz^ Noa, indeed, zur, I'm as honeft--~— 

Carty. If it Ihould after all. — Well, pray what 
clothes were in the Portmantel ? 

Haz. La ! zure you know— 

Carty. Come, tell us. 

Haz. Clothes, there were either coat, waift-* 
coat, breeches, Ihirts, flioes, or (lockings, TU 
take my oach on ir« 

Carty. {aftde) I never was fo puzzled. — Well, 
what's my name ? 

Haz. There now. if the man don*t ax me his 
own name ! 

Carty. {afide) Devililh like ! but — no— it's not 
he — ha, ha, ha ! I was joking all this while only 
to try you. My Lord Duke's very particular, 
and we've fo much plate about, we're cautious 
of (Irange fcrvants. 

Haz. Then if I wa'n't an honeft fcrvant, mf 
Lord wou'd fcarce a' trufted me with two thou« 
fand pounds, I've here brought from his banker. 

Carty. Two thoufand pounds ! 

Haz, Yez, here 'tis. {Jhews a feaVd canvas hag) 

Carty. You filly dog ! Run, go lock it up m 
your Lord's room. 

Haz. Yez, yez. 

Carty. Put it in the little cupboard in the 
*rcru'toire, then lock that, and the door and keep 
both the keys in your pocket. 

Haz. I wull, Zur. La ! what a fine thing it is 
to live in fuch an honeit houfe \ 

[Exeunt fiveralfy, 
$C£N£ 
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SCENE IIL 

OToole's Apartment at Andrew's^ 

Enter Corpohal Toddy* 

Toddy. Ha, ha, ha ! Brother Andrew faw me 
fafe out, but I faw myfelf ftife in again. Now^ 
with the notes hq has given me, if I cou'd only 
fieal here as much to fell, as Wou^d buy the Ihoes 
for our regiment, I cou'd go back to Broflelsy 
and perform my contract with honor. £h, neat 
ftockings — {Takes them) A hat upon \ peg, and 
a gentleman's head in the room ! {Takes the bat 
ibwh) Swords were made for ibldiers — Piftols to 
go off. A watch ! fliake hands — {Takes it) — £h 
—Some pretty clothes yonder — 

{Goes into a clofet) 

' Enter Hazard. 

Haz. Aye, the 'fcrutoire — {goes over to it) lye 
thou there our tj?o thoufand {places the bag in the 
hureau) Ha, ha> ha ! Yes, with hopes d[ this, 
and what they t^hink we've at the bankers, the raf- 
cals let O* Toole win four hundred laft night to 
encourage him— but I was on the watch, and 
foon as they flip*d in their loaded dice — Oh, not a 
throw wou'd 1 let him take afcer-^^Ha, ha, ha ! 
As wc*re in this very honeft houfe, IMl fecure the 
door. [Exit locking the door. 

Enter Carty, {from afecret door in the Wain/cot). 

Carty. {in an under tone) Ha, ha, ha ! There 
goes careful — a fooliih dog! never thought that a 

room 
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room may have more doors than one ; but An- 
drew himfelf don't know of this, which I difco** 
vcr*d on our firft coming to the houfe, and which 
I'll not difcovcr to one in the houfe. Now for 
the two thoufaUd. (opens the Bureau takes out the 
bag) Let's fee, any more oi the Lords moveables 
here, {lays the bag on the tabie and returns to the 
Bureau) 

Re-enter Corporal Toddy from the clofet^ (Jn a 
fuitofO'Tofde's). 

Confufion ! My Lord himfelf. {conceals himfelf ) 

Toddy, {afide) Two thoufand ! {takes the bag 

off the table) " More doors than one to a room." 

\jipes to the door in the wainfcoat and exit. 

Cdrty. Sure my Lord doesn't begin to fufpeft us 

• — he mult have thought his money was not fafe 

here, and now is gone, I dare fay to lodge it 

again at his bankers.— Curft unlucky ! 

{The room door is unlocked) 

^ Enter Andrew* 

And. {in an under tone) Ha, ha^ ha ! not one 
of my aiTociates fufpe&s that I as mafter, have a ' 
mafter-key to every door in this houfe. {feeing 
Carty) Oh, oh ! bcforc-hand witl^ me. {afide) 
How did you get in here^ when I found the door 
lock'd ? {angrily) 

Carty. And h«w did you get in, and the key 
in Sap's pocket ? 

And. What brought you ? 

Carty. I had two thoufand reafons for comings 
what brought you. 

VOL. liu 3 B And^ 
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Ani^ Two thottfand more, ha> ha^ ha ! we dt^ 
vide. 

Ha%. {without) The door open^ how*t this ? 

Re-enter Hazari:*. 

My mind mifgives me. {goes to the Bureau) Yes 
'lis gone. Oh, oh ! the bag of moneyed gone ! 

And. {afide) Hey! 

Carty. Your Lord took it. 

Haz. Then we're fafe. — But V\\ fecm not to 
believe it to fet thefe fellows by the ears. {jB^de) 

Enter O'TooLZ. 

O'Toote, Cotnei I want to drefs* 

Haz. My Lord, did you take the money I left 
here ? Deny it. {apart) 

O' Toole. What money? 

Haz. That's right, {apart) It's gone! mur- 
dered ! undone 1 oh^ now I fee why yow defir'd 
me to leave it there, for you to take it. {to Carty) 
Oh, ho! {affeastocry) 

And. What is de matter, mi Lor ? 

O'TooIe. I protcft your Grace, I don't know. 
What are you at here ? {to Hazard) 

Haz. My Lord, that knave has dole your two 
thoufand pounds. 

Carty. Why. you blockhead, I myfelf faw my 
Lord there come out of the clofet, and take it 
off that table. 

Haz. Table ! and I locked it up in that Bu« 
rcau. 

O* Tcole. (furpris'd) Saw mc, friend ! 

Carty. How, or when you chang'd your coat 
lince, I don*t know ; but take the bag, you cer- 
tainly did, my Lord, off that table. 

An4^ 
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Aid. {apart io Carty) Oh, I fee how 'tis — you'll 

lhareit? 

Carty. Why, the devil a fixpence of it I have I 
Jnd. {apart) You won't 1 {calling) Ho! ha! 

where are all my fervants? 

Enter feveraf Confederates drefsed as Servants. 

Take that knave, keep him in cuftody 'till I fend 
for the Archers, 

O'Toole. Nay, your Grace. 

jlnd. Will you give me half? {^art to Carty) 

Carty. Ton my foul, I haven't it. {apart to bim) 

And. Take him away. 

Carty. {apart to Andrew) I'll difcover on you. 

And. Away with him. {they are dragging bim 

Carty. rU blow your Grace*—— > 

And. De villain will blow my brains ofT, away 
^id him. 

Carty. My Lord, his Grace is only— »— 

And. Take him along. 

Carty. Andrew! Andrew! 

And. Aye> hold him fall, Andrew, never mind 
his bawling. {They drag bim off.) 
Ah, my Lord, pardon me! a Rogue, robagueft 
in my houfe ! — when I wanted to rob him myfcJf. 

[^Afide and Exit. 

Haz. Hang hinA your Grace — Ha, ha, ha I 
If this fellow cv'n does know me, a good oppor« 
tunicy this of getting him out of the way — Ha, 
ha, ha ! Some revenge, too, for his robbing me 
when his lawful maftcr. 

O' Toole. I can't conceive what's all this you've 
3 B a been 
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been at hcre-^r-coine^ my clothes,. I. wane to 
drefs* 

Haz Vtn glad you rcmov'd the bag out of their 
way— but how did you break open the bureau ? 

O'^oole. Why the fellow thinks of nothing but 
robbing bags, and breaking open bureaus ! By 
Heaven, you'll bring yourlelf and me to the gzU 
leys — My cfotbes ! Quick. 

Haz. Very welL [Gees into the tlojtt. 

O'TooU' I repent heartily, I fufFcr'd this un- 
principled fellow to lead me on fo far in this dan- 
gerous plan ^of his — 

Re-enUr Hazard^ with Corporal Toddy's 

Coat. 

Haz. Here's a transformation! Wty^^ {takes 
the nwney and book out of the pockety with the bill 
which Andrew had given Corporal Toddy) {Reading) 
«* Pay bearer fifty pounds--on ckraand'* — Sir, 
excufe me a moment, {goin^) 

O* Toole. Where arc you going ? 

Haz. Only to my banker's, Monfiear Peri^ 
gord's— Rcceivinjg money is curfed troublcfbme i 
but to us men of bufinefs — ^hcm-^we — fifty 
pounds ! on demand. [Exit. 

0*Topfe. Yes, this bufy little rafcal won't ftop 
'till he gets me into the hands of the police«^I can 
fCarce look the injured nobleman in the face with*^ 
out vifible embarraflment ; yet his charming 
daughter cannot read villain in my guilty counte* 
nance — To wrong fuch innocence, 1 fhou'd be the 
worft of villains. Yonder's her govcrncfs— Yes, 
ril throw myfdf at Lady Caroline's fieet, confefs 
my infamous dcfign upon her fortune, and bid her 
adieu. for ever. [Exit, 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
A Room in a Tavern, 

Enter two German Soldiers, Ssrjeant, and 
Landlord. 

Serjeant. And this is the houfe he ufed to fre-- 
quent ? 

Land. Yes— but Corporal Toddy's not here 
now indeed. Sir — Coming, Sir ! [Exit^ 

ift Soldier. I warrantj he han*t as much left as 
will give us a bottle, 

Serjeant. Yes, we muft bring him back in irons. 

2d Soldier. We muft catch him firft. 

Toddy. {Without) To be fure I am, 

Serjeant. Here he is — To your arms — Screw on 
your bayonets, and get the hand-cufFs ready. 

^oddy. {Without) A houle, you rafcal ! bring 
up fix bocdes. 

Serjeant. Six bottles ! never mind the hand- 
cuffs — Stand clofe. V^hey retire. 

Enter Corporal Toddy, with two or three coats^ 
waiftcoatSyJhirts^ bats, ^c. on, one over the other. 

^oddy. Ha, ha, ha! I had a glorious hawl of 
fi(h came to my net — Rolling round my brother's 
Jioufe, I gathered like a fnow-ball, and now I peel 
like an onion. ( Takes tbem off. ) 

Serjeant, {advancing) Corporal, you're my 
prifoner. 

Toddy. Me a prifoner, ha, ha, ha ! 
i S^jeant. We've orders to take you back to 
"^ Bruffcte 
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BruiTels for defrauding the Emperor of the monej 
committed to your charge. 

Toddy, Oh, to buy the fhoes ! blels his Impe* 
rial pate ! but Tm able to flioe his whole army, 
horfes and all. — Only fee — han*t a guinea here 
perhaps — {ironically) two thoufand Louis d'Ors 
tho*. {Jhews the bag) 

Serjeant. Lads, didn't I always fay Corporal 
Toddy was an honeft man, and an honor to the 
cloth, and that he'd (hare the laft florin with » 
comrade ? 

Toddy. Share! not a guinea do you get here; 
Y\\ give you uine you dogs — ^pcep out and fing, 
my little goldfinches, {empties the bag on the 
table^ difcovering it filled with counters^ button tops, 

Serjeant, Why, your goldfinches are changed 
into rooks, 

Toddy. {difmafdan4aftcmjb'd)yt%^ I got them 
in a rookery— oh dear ! not worth a bribe. 

Serjeant, {fiercely) Cpmc 

Toddy. Hold ! the bank note Andrew gave me 
—oh, my unlucky fate ! forgot it in my own 
coat — oh ! 

Setjeant. None of your fhuffltng — you muft 
come diredly— on with the hand-cuffs, and play 
up the Rogue's March. {They form round him^ enfcf 
are going) 

^nter Commissatre, Bakkcr, Sir Ulick Liffy-. 
X)ALE, tf«rf Officer {uith Hazard in cujtodyj) 

Com. {/peaks as entering) Walk this way. 

Bank, ^ring him along — Yes, Mr. Commif- 
ftiie, here's the bill 1 flop'd at our bank — oblige , 
this fellow to confeis how he came by it. 

Haz. 
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Haz. Oh, my lord, jullice ! I fottod it in a 
ibldiet*s pocket. 

Toddy. £b, you rogue I pick a foldiei^s pocket ? 
— If it fhould be rainc. — (afidt) Let's fee it, {lakes 
it from tbt banker) 'tis my very note«-»huzza ! fer- 
jeant, its for fifty pounds ; let me go^ and you 
Iball have it all — jnot a word — there keep it. 
(afart^ gives it to the Serjeant) 

Bankp But he muft'o't keep it — ^I muft keep it 
to produce it on the trial. 

Toddy. PlhawmanI there'll be no trial now: 
will there feijeant ? 

Bank, {paffionately) But I demand !— - 

Toddy. To be fure its on demand. Be qufet, 
man ! I tell you the little difference between me 
and the Emperor is fo made up — I don't go to 
Bruflels now^ do I ferjeant ? 

Ba!^. I don't care where the devil you go to, 
or who you are, but that fellow Jhall be hang'd. 
{to Hazard) 

Toddj. He!— oh, true— he (hou'd — aye, aye, 
— and Mr. What d'ye-call-um, I'm obliged to 
you for (lopping the note, for it's mkie, isn't iC 
ferjeant ? 

Bank. Lay hold on that fellow then ; the bUl 
is forg'd. 

^oddy. Forg'd ! oh, its not mine. 

,Iiaz. It muft, for the coat I took it from muft 
have been his, that on him HI fwear belongs to 
my mafter. Lord Limavaddy. 

Toddy. Oh, then perhaps this money belong! 
to your mafter Lord Limavaddy* {Mimicing and 
. fointing to the ruhbifh on the table) 

Com. Lord Limavaddy ali^s O'Toole — But 
where did you get this forg'd note ? 

Toddy, From Andrew. 

Cam. 
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Com. Who is Andrew? 

Toddy. My brother^ Sir> but he's a duke UOMT 
and then. 

Com I've that name on informations for 
numberlefs frauds. Confefs what you know of 
this Andrew. 

Toddy. Betray my brother t 

Serjeant. Why, 'twas this brother that be« 
tray^d you to us. 

Toddy. Indeed ! and here wanted to get nie 
hang'd, by giving me a forg*d note — why he's a 
roaue^ double reBn'd — now, how wou'd he like 
If 1 was to tell you, Mr. Joftice, that he pafs'd 
himfelf for a duke upon a raw boy of a lord ? 

Haz. That's my mailer^ we are both taw young 
boys. 

Com. Well! 

Toddy. Andhis taking him in to marrya girl he 
ftole from her parents ? 

Sir U. Stole from her parents ! Eh, what's this ? 
If it (hou'd be my child, (rp Q>mmjaire) Sir^ 
I requeftyou will lake his depofition. 

Bank. Yes, but I muft have juftice for the 
forgery. 

Com. Tou {hall x^-^ anfwer for the appearance 
of thefe culprits — their evidence will be material 
againft this villain Andrew. 

Enter Officers, witb Carty. 

Officer. Here, Sir, is a fellow defires to be 
brought before you- 

Toddy, What; little Trigedy ! one of Andrew's 

• corps. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Officer. Wc caught him forcing his way out 
of— 

* ' Carty. 
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Carij. Sir; I was falfely accQs'd, that's the 
truth on't, and my mafter^ locking me up in the 
wine-cella r 

Toddy. Forc!d your way out of a wine-cellar ! 
I always took you for a fneaking fcoundrel* 

Com But for what were you confined ? 

Car/y. Eh Lord, he (aid 1 ftolc a bag with two 
thoufand — (fees the bag on the tabkj and the 
clothes on Corporal Toddy)--^Eh I yes, it muft, ha, 
ha, ha! two thoufand! all of us running after 
the hare, and this is ^he cat we were Jiunting, 
ha, ha, ha ! why it is — {/ooks at Hazard) — it cer- 
tainly is my old matter Hazard ! Oh, I fee it> 
ha, ha, ha ! Sing Tantara-rara Rogues AIK-— The 
poor Corporal too hand cuff 'd, ha, ha, ha ! 

Toddy. And if I wafn't, you ihou'd be head- 
cuff 'd, ha, ha, ha! 

Com. Look to that facetious Lacquey. . 

Enter Waiter {with a cooper of mne) 

Walter. Six bottles of wine for Corporal 
Toddy. 

Toddy, {fmgs) Then merry be the iiift of 
Augud. 

Com. Take 'em away. 

Toddy. Go, and leave my liquor behind me ! 
then I (hall be hang*d for certain— r- 

Serjeant, {to bis men) Secure thi^ wine, and 
take care of your prifoner. 

Toddy. Let me fecure the wine, and Til take 
care of the prifoner.— -Oh Sir ! {to Commiffiure) 
One bottle wou*d give you fuch a clear view of 
this affair, and two bottles wou'd make you. fee 
double—— 

VOL. III. 3 c Sir U.^ 
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Sir U. Sec double !— Juftice fliou'd be blind, 

Toddy. She (hou*d be blind drunk. 

Com. A room there, (calling off) 

Toddy. A room and a botde, don't you hear 
the juftice ? Strike up, <« Merry be the firft of 
•« Auguft." 

Com. Lo )k to the prifoners. [ExeuM. 



SCENE V; andlajh, 

Andrew's Hou/c* 
Enter Andrew and Pickle. 

And. An advertizement from the Police!— 
Then we muft take the Ihorteft cut to Lord Li- 
mavaddy's eight thoufand^ drike our tents and 
decamp. 

Pickle. Lord Limavaddy ! Ha, ha, ha I only 
look 4t the advertizement. {gives it) 

And {reads) *' Caution to the public— Noto- 
•• Tious cheats — Andrew, alias Duke PufTendorfF 

" and Eh, vihat's thi« ? — one O'Toole, who 

" at Liflc pafs'd himfelf for Lord Limavaddy.'* 
— O, death ! have we been pluck 'd by our own 
pidgeojis ? — I let him win my four 4)undred 
pounds, but by heaven he (hall refund, or Til — - 

Pickle. Hufli! ^Yonder'8 Narciffa I've 

thought of a method to frighten hio^ out of it, 
thisway^ fofc. \ExeunU 

Enter 
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JE^/^rNARcis&A land Blasch. 

Blancb. My dear Narcifla, I indeed concur in 
your refolutionj not to be an accomplice in Mr. 
Andrew's impofitton on this young Lord. 

Nar. Did you tell him I wiihed to have a mo- 
ments interview with him ? 

Blanch. I did, and his Lordlhip had befcr^^ as 
earneftly defired a conference ytich you — Here 
he is. [Exit 

Nar. How I tremble ! — ^I de^p'fe myfelf for 
appearing what I am not — yet muft meet his con* 
tempt by difclofing what I am. 

Enter O'Toole. 

O'Toole. [embarrajfed) Lady Caroline ! 

hlar. {confufed) My Lord !— How (hall I tell 
him ? {ajide) 

O'Toole. When I reveal myfelf, how defpica- 
ble muft I appear; but I*m determined, {ajide) 
It is fix'd Madam, that we are to be united. 

Nar. ifighs) My Lord! 

O'Toole. My happincfs then is your forrow? 

Nar. Wou'd our union promote your happi- 
nefs? 

O'loole. My blifs» did not I fear that future re« 
morfe muft embitter my felicity. 

Nar. Then, Sir, I muft own— you were the 
firft offer my heart approved ; and when one loves, 
deceit is perfidy ! 

O'Toole. {ajide) Deceit! She ak^ady knows 
I'm an impoftor— Doubtlefs^ Madam, 'tis time 
now to lay afide the msSk. 

Nar. 
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Nor. (afidc) Ma(k! then he has dircover'd 
yffho I ami Indeed the impoQtion has been car- 
ried too far. 

O' Toole. It has; but— Ah» Madam^ 'twas that 
Villain, Hazard, that planed and conduced the 
vi^hole fcheme. 

Nar. You miflake, 'twas Andrew, 

0*Too:e. Andrew! I never knew Hazard bf 
that name. 

Nar Oh, he has gone by fifty names. 

0*Ttol\ Who do you mean. Madam ? 

Nar. 'Twas he that ftole me from my parents. 

O'Tooh. Indeed !— Who, Hazard ? 

Nar. No ; AndreWj the Duke de Puffimdorff^ 
as he calls himfelf. 

O'TooU. Hah 1 

Nar. Oh, my Lord ! refcue me from this vil- 
la n-^tho' unworthy of yoHr love, look on me as 
a help'efs orphan, the objeft of your pity ; your 
countenance fpeaks a heart fenfible to the tear of 
forrow i you are my only hope ; on my knees I 
implore you, don't — don't abandon me. {Kneels 
and weeps) 

0' Toole. Rife, Madam j you fee before you a 
teretched adventurer not worth a fliilling — Your 
generous confclTion renders you dearer to my 
heart than if really the daughter of a King, with 
millions to your portion. 

Enter Andrew, (as Duke\ Pickle, (as Com-- 
' miffaire) and confederates^ {bdbited as Mujket-- 
eers.) 

And. Mr.Commiflaife, there'a your prifoner, 
Mr. P'Toole— -a rafcally (harper, who, under 

tba 
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the falfc title- of Lord Limavaddy, wou*d have 
robb*d me of my daughter. 
Nar. Oh, heavens ! 

Enter Hazard. 

Haz. My Lord — may I 

And. *Securc that fcoundrel ! He's an accom* 
pike. 

Haz. Oh^ mercy ! {He is/eizedf) 

And. Me ! Mercy, you villain ! 

Haz. Rcleafe my Lord— No ? Then for the 
fignal — {Stamps) 

Enter Commissairb, S^r Ulick, Corporal 
Toddy, Blanch, and Mufqueteers. 

Com. (Speaks as entering) Guard the doors 1 
Hah, Mr. Andrew — I've long wifli'd for this 
meeting — and^Mr. Pickle, my worthy reprefen- 
tative ! fecure them all. (tbey are furrounded by 
Mufquitee^s) 

And. But I hope, my Lord, your mercy will-— 

Haz. " Mercy to you, you villain !*• 

Sir U. Yes, it muft be my daughter^-every 
circumdance agrees — her clothes delivered to me 

by this gentlewoman {To Blanch) her likcncfi 

to her dear mother — flic is — my child! (£»- 
braces Narciffa) 

Nar. And have I a parent that I don't blu(h to 
own ? 

SirU. Ha, ha, ha! And fo, O'Toole, you 
were the Lord — Ha, ha, ha ! Your Counlellor» 
Hazard, here» has told us all, and indeed taken^ 
(as he ihou'd) the blame upon himfclf. 

0' Toole. And, Sir Ulick, is't poffible this Ihou'd 

be 
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be the blefling defign'd for me in my infancy ? 
{toNarciJa) 

And. Since you are her real father Sir, I hope^ 
as I reftore her to you innocent and accompHfli'd— * 

Toddf. Stop, Andy, I'm the cider, tho* you're 
the greater rogue. Sir, (to Sir Ulick) as you owe 
your daughter to my — ^nonefty, pray bid the 
Englifh Ambaflador command the Emperor to 
talk no more about my not buy ng fhoes. 

SirU. Ha, ha, ha! Youve been •* Rogues 
•' All,*' but I hope our Duke and Lord here, in 
future, will think the nobleft title is *^ An honeft 
Man.'* 
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f This Piece was written in honor of ICs Royal Highnefs. 
ihe Prince of Wa^'s attaining his o^and-twentieth year. 
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TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNE84 

GEORGE, PRINCE OF WALES. 

SIR, 

When I confider the infignificancy of 
this trifle, I am furprized at my own 
temerity; my reafon would have re- 
coiled, and left nothing but my pre- 
fumption to attend it to your Royal 
feet, had not your gracious condefcen* 
tion in permitting it to approach you, 
encouraged me in the laudable attempt 
to celebrate (though by humble means) 
an acra aufpicious, great, and glorious. 
The guardian genius of Britain having 
placed a Brunswick on the throne, faw, 
and felf-approving, fmiled upon her 
work. And Viftory, when determined 
to bcftow her richeft wreaths of laurel 
upon Britifli valour, to perpetuate her 
bounty, wifely chofe that point of time 
which (he forefaw muft be the darling 
theme of future ages, the period that gave 
birth to the Prince of Wales. 

VOL. III. 3 D The 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



S94 ©EDICATIOM. 

The combination of momentous cir? 
cumfta ce conducive to the advantage 
of England, attending your Royal High- 
iiefs's dawn of life, promifed a zenith of 
glory; and the fliining qualities of your 
youth juftify our hopes, and give an am- 
ple fati fa6lion to our expedations. ^s 
you were the early bleffing, fo will you 
prove the latter comfort of your Royal 
Parents, the atron of fcience, the pro- 
moter of virtue, the delight and joy of a 
happy people, whofe affeftion, refpcd, 
an admiration may you ever poffefs, as 
you dotijofp of your Royal Highnefs's 

Mpft humble^ 
Dutiful and truly 
Ppvoted fervant, 

THE AUTHOR. 

' LpNDOK« 

AxJousT 26, 1783, 
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Tht Prince of Arragon, • Mr. Palmer. 

Don Leopold, Mr. Wilson. 

Don Frederick, ^ Mr, Williausov^ 

Seraphina, .^ ; Mrs. Bankistir. 
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Servants, Attendants, &c. &c. 
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THE 

BIRTH DAY; 

OR, 

THE PRINCE OF ARRAGON. 



AC T L 

SCENE I. 
Aa Apartment in Don Leopold's Cajile^ 

Enter the Prince of Arragon and Frederick* 

PRIKCS. 

So ! at laft we are arrived at Don Leopold't 
caflle. 

Fred. Thank Heaven I for iince we tum'd 
our borfes beads froai tbe palace of Saragofa, my 
PriBce has not till this moment honoured bis 
faithful Frederick with a Angle word. 

Prince. I imagined my dear Frederickf that 
you wilh'd to fee me in love« 

Fred. 
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Fred, Without doubt— the darling of yoiii 
Koyal parents, the idol of the people ; the bloom- 
jng hope of every friend to his country, and thd 
impending terror of her foeSi adorn'd with every 
grace of nature, fliining in each accompliihmenc 
with all the glowing fpirit of a heroj ready to 
burft into action, I faw you in the midft of a biil^ 
liant court, furrounded with pleafure^, but a 
firanger to happinefs. 

Prince. *Tis true, Fredcilck: I was amus'd, 
but never pleased* 

Fred. I faw it. I dar'd, impelFd by duty, to 
pry into your thoughts, and from the ftate of 
your heart, this languor, this apathy, this reft-» 
lefs, joylefs inquietude^ I plainly faw that in the 
midft of fplendor, love was wanting to make you 
happy* 

Prince. Ah, Fre<)erick ; but if this love, which 
you imagine fo eflential to my happinefs, ihould 
plunge me into unutterable woe, and render me 
for ever miferable ! 

Fred. Love make a Prince miferable ! ImpoC* 
fible. 

Prince. Why not a Prince as well as another 
man? 

Fred. Heir to the Crown of Arragon, who has 
only to a(k and obtain, to wif^ and be happy ! 

Prince. Ay, Frederick j but I wou'd have the 
hir one love me, not as the Heir of Arragon ; 
1 would owe nothing to the dignity of my ftation. 
Fred. Well, Sir, fortune has arranged each cir- 
cumitance of your adventure here to the full ex* 
rent of your wifhes. Chance throws into your 
hands a Lady's pidure ; the features are juft what 
your favcy imagines to be the moft beautiful 
in the world i ami for feven or eight days^ by 

your 
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yoHr orders, I fearch'd the court, the city, the 
country, for the charming original : my eodeav* 
yours proved fruitlefs, and you began to defpair 
of ever finding this lovely incognita; when one 
fday, in hunting, led by the ardor of the chafe^ 
Jiaving ftray'd from your fuite, you find your«- 
felf near the park wall of this caftie — hear the 
cry of diftrefs, fee women purfue<l by a huge and 
)[ierce boar. Fired with a generous alarm at their 
.danger, you fly to their afiiftance ! to kill this 
monfter, was but the work of a minute; but 
what a minute of delight, of tranfport 1 A young 
)ady from wearix^efs and fright having fallen at 
the foot of a tree, prefents to your eyes the very 
identical lovely original of the pifture. Thus, 
)n faving her life, your firfi interview was the 
mod auipicious moment of your*s. 

Prince. I own, my dear Frederick, hitherto I 
have reafon to be content 5 as yet, 'tis certain, 
my quality is a fecret to Don Leopold and his 
daughter ; and as I wa$ firft introduced to them 
iy your name, they ftill imagine me to be Doa 
' Frederick. The amiable Seraphina liftens to my 
vows with the rood flattering complacency, ap- 
proves my paffion, anfwers each gentle figh, eacli 
tender look, with the fweet fympathy of dear 
ajBedlion 5 and, by her permiflion, 1 made a for- 
mal demand to her father of her hand in mar. 
riage. 

Fred. Which he readily granted, not knowing 
you to be the Prince of Arragon, 

Prince. The old Gentleman did not hcfitate a 
moment ; and this very day, the anniverfary of 
my birth, Don Leopold has fixed for the celebra^ 
tion of our nuptials^ 

Fred. 
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Fred. Then nothing but the joy of the night 
can exceed the happinefs of the day. 

Prince. Ah ! Frederick, this day may be rooft 
unhappy ! Seraphina loves me, but before I wed 
her I am rcfolved to put her affection to the 
proof; if it cannot hr ar the trial, oh, Frederick ! 
what a fevertr ftroke to a heart fo tender^ fo fcnfi- 
ble, fo paffionate as mine ! 

Fred. Well, my Lord, hope all for the bed 
«— Ha, ha, ha I I'm diverted even at the idea of 
Don Leopold's fnrprize and embartalTment when 
he finds that you're the Prince ; I aflure you he'll 
entertain you with fuch things as never yet 
reached a royal ear. 

Prince. Av, that I fuppofe ; for the charader 
of my old Don, tho' rough, is noble, free and 
independent. Hulh, here he comes; remember 
I am Don Frederick, and you are my attendant* 

iExh Frederick. 
— X ^ ^ . y^^*^'' tongue 

•—fay no more, it's all in vain — ridiculous to pro* 
pofe it I No, no, no courts for me. 

Enter Don Leopold, 

Ah ! they did not tell me you were here. 

Prince. But juft arriv'd. Sir ; you feem angry ,^ 

Leop. So I am Frederick. 

Prince. What's the matter, Don Leopold ? 

Leop. My daughter wants to carry me to 
Court. 

Prince. Why not. Sir ? A nobleman of your 
birth and diftindion (hould not thus bury himfelf 
\n the country. 

Leop. In the country ! I live upon my own 
fftate. 

Prince. 
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' Prince. Yes, but from the charafter I have 
given of yoUj the Princej Tin fure, would wifii to 
be known to you. 

Leap. I tell you what, boy j I*ve as much re- 
ipe£t for the Prince as you; I efieem, I love 
him i and were there a caufe, the laft drop of my 
blood Ihould write my l9yalty ; Pd die to ierve 
him. But I don*t like new acquaintance: I am 
too old. 

Prince. And yet I wiU aflure you, Don Leo- 

Eold, the Prince wilhes for nothing more than to 
ave you nearly attached to him. 

Leap. Me ! On what account ? 

Prince. To have in your rare and valuable cha- 
racter, a man of candour and probity, incapable 
of falfehood, on whofe honor, whofe friendfhip 
he might rely, and place an intire confidence in 
his fidelity — you laugh ! 

Leop. Ha, ha ! ha ! very good ! the Prince 
wifhes to have me near him, me, whom he never 
faw; becaufe, forfooth, you have told him that 
I am a perfon of probity and candour I 

Prince. Juft fot V\\ anfwer for your welcome, 
go when you pleafe. 

Leop. Will you ? firft anfwer for my going, for 
go I will not; qo, no, he fee; bac| company 
enough already. 

Prince. But— - 

Leop. None of yovir buts } you jjre going to be 
my Son-in-law ; take it once for all, 1 was never 
made for a courtier ; I am a ^ntaftical, ridicu- 
lous old fellow, that thinks noble birth wants na 
decoration of title ) that a ftar upojfi a bread can« 
not give honor to a heart that'^ fci^fc, nor a ribbon 
dignity to a neck that perhaps deferves a halter. 
Tho' I live at a great expcnce, I keep within my 
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income; I have no ufe for more thnn half the 
fcrvants I maintain, hut then the other hilf I con- 
iider have iifc for me; and tho' I am «i Lord, I 
am as free from debc s^ the poored privaie gen- 
tleman. 

Prince. You would indeed be ap extraordinary 
chai df at court. 

Le p* Ay, ay, Don Frederick, but I prefer 
being iodgcd in this old caflle of mine here, to 
the honor of being inconveniently fuuated near a 
King; in one word, I'd rather walk about my 
park, gardens, and my own improvements, than 
to Aide and amble through an anti- chamber, like 
a cypher of great importance, in a groupe pf idle 
bufy-^bodies, illuftfious profligates, levcrend athe-? 
ifts, mock patriots, and right honourable (harpers, 
the whole forming a villainous pidurCj a curious 
couit calendar. 

Prince. Then 'tis impoflfible to perfuade you toi 
accompany us. 

Leop. Then don't attempt it; a(k a lover tq 
refign his miftrefs, ^ lady to praife her rival, ^ 
lawyer to tell truth, and a Dodor to return his 
fee ; but never aflc me to go to court ; you fhA\ 
aot change my mode of thinking, nor fhall I t^ 
to alter your's. 

AIR. — Leopold. 

The court is a fountain of honour and fame> 

And fweet are the waters that flow ; 
Yet fay if our throats, or this water's to blame^ 
As we drink the xnore thir(ly we grow ? * 

But the court to be fure is a fine pUce^ 
A gay, a polite, a divine place, 
I am the man can tell you how. 

If there yon'd wifh to rife. 
With your every Aep a bow I 
On your tongue'a thoufand lies ; 

Sab- 
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tSubniiffive be your flile ! 

A great man's frown's a rod, 
A pen£k>n in his fmile, 

A ribbon in his nod: 
StriA care and clofc ceconomy; 

Firft make a mighty brag on; 
Bat fet to guard the golden cree^ 

Then gobble like a dragon. 

Enter Frederick, {/peaks apart t(f the Prince.) 

Fred. Your attendants wait their orders. Sir. 
Prince. Very well. 

Enter Florina. 

Leop. Fiorina, where *s my daughter ? 

Flori. I left her in the gardeii. Sir > i fancy (hc'g 
treading in the jcffamine alcbVe. 

Leap. Hey, Don Frederick, don't you wi(h t© 
fee her? ay, ay, well, well, go-^-you hear fhe is 
in the jcffamine alcove. 

Flori. Oh pray go. Sir, *tis the fweeteft place 
to make love in ! fing her an anM>rOus ditty, and 
the pretty little birds (hall play up the fym- 
phonies/ 

Leop. Hark ye ! V\\ plajr lip a fymphony with 
you, huflcy, if you ftrike up your annorous dit* 
ties in my daughter's hearing — But go to her, 
Frederick^ while I prepare for your wedding and 
fome little fancies of my own to honor the birth- 
day of our Prince. This night Seraphina (hall be 
your wife ; and to-morrow morning, if you will 
go, there lies your way to court, and here lies 
mine td my groves and gardens. 

[^Exeunt Don Leopold and the V^i^c^feverally. 

Flori. Then at laft the delicious moment is ac 

hand, when we (hall bid adieu to this crazy caftle^ 
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thefe iRfenfible trees, thefe difmal groves, and 
melancholy gardens. 

Fred. You arc weary of this place, hey ! 

Flort. Weary of it ? — that I am. 

Fred. Variety pleafes you. 

Flori. Infinitely j I deteft fameneis, order and 
odious method ; I delight in noife, hurry, (hew, 
and rattling confuflon.— «Oh heavens, I've con- 
ctiv*d the moft charming ideas of a court ! 

Fred. And you are a charming girl : you are 
formed for a court— that graceful mien, this fine 
(hape, {puts bis band round her waifi) thatexpref- 
five fenfibility of countenance, thofe fpeaking eyes, 
thofe ruby lips. 

Floru My Ups are well enough : fo let them 
alone, if you pleafe. {pujhes bim back) 

Fred^ With ail your gaiety, fprightlinefs, a|id 
vivacity, fuch ihining qualifications for good com- 
pany, you cannot fail of fuccefs. 

Ftari. Yes, I flatter my felf there is a little fome^ 
thing, a certain — inexpreflive — that— ay, ay, my 
je ne f$ai quoi will do the bufinefs^~ 

AIR.— Florina^ 

Your wife men all declare 

Of the thing fo Grange and rare. 
The beautiful fublime in great nature's lavi^, 

A \\ oman bears the belle ; 

Yet why they cannot tell ; 
'Tis the myHical ciianns of the je ne (fpi quoi. 

The lorely town-bred dame. 

Dear canfe of many a flame. 
Each finart fwcars he ne'er fuch a beauty faw^ 

Say what the lovers prize. 

Coral lips or brilliant eyes? 
N^l the aiyftical charms of the je ne f;ai quow 

Behold 
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* 

Behold the village maid. 

By natttrc's hand array'd. 
With her ftockings green, and her hat of ftrawl 

Is love in dimple fleek. 

Or the rofes of her cheek ? 
No; the myMcal charms of the je ne f^ai qaoi. 

Toil and I arc going to live in the fame houfe : 
come let us be open and candid i do you refolve 
to govern your matter ? 

Fred. Mdl certainly I will. 

Flori Well, mind, take care that you do; for 
I am pofiiively determined to govern my miftrefs: 
a Vt I right ? ' ' 

Fred. Ceruinly; ay, and ihell be well go-- 
verned ! 

Flori. Why yes, it is'nt that I want to make a 
great fortune, that is, all at once; Vm not covet** 
ous or ambitious, but you know one muft be 4 
little vain, when one is plac'd with a lady who is 
wife to the Prince's fevourite; my education may 
have been limited, but for all that, I hope to play 
my cards with fuch addreis, that I (hall foon have 
a little court of my own. 

Frsd. What a baggage ! {afide) I dare fay you 
will, and from this moment I put myfelf under 
your proteftion. 

Flori. "W^ell, I Ihall take care of you ; indeed, 
you may be of fome ufe to me. 

Fred. As how pray ? 

Flori. Why, you muft help me in colkfting 
Ktdc intrigues, adventures, and anecdotes. 

Fred. Then you have no avtrfion to fcan- 
dal. 

Flori. Why you know fcandal is a waiting wo^ 
man's moft ncceffary qualification. 

Fnd. You arc an ingenious pretty little foul, 

tbat'a 
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that's the truth on't— oh ! here comes iny ma& 
ten ^ , 

Flori. And my miftrcfs ! hey ! they fecm to 
have had a wrangle. 

Fred. Something's the matter indeed I 

F2oru Well come along, it's none of our bufi- 
ftcfs i let's leave them to themfelves, for when twd 
lovers fall out, they can always decide the quar- 
rel without feconds. 

Ftofi. What, two to one againft mymillrefsi! 
Oh^ then I'll ftand by> to fee fair play. 

[Both retire. 

Enter Faince, affecting diforier and embwrraffmenli 

follmjed by SeHaphin a* 

Sera. Cruel Frederick ! why did your valour 
(ave my life; your merit win my heart; wheri 
now you make your Seraphina wretched^ by fcerrv* 
ing ib unhappy on the very day of our tlnion \ 

Prime. Oh heavens! 

Sera. You fecm alatm'd : I aik the reafbn, yoxi 
anfwer me with fighs, atid looks to heaven : £x<^ 
plain the caufe of thefe emotioosj or I'll iofiantly 
acquaint my father. 

Prince. Stay, madaih. 

Sera. Speak then : why aiti t treated thus ? 

Prinie. Vour indignation I deferve, and witk 
patience I fubmit : Oh Seraphina ! 

Sera. Speak, my Frederick; Owteps") 

Prince, Dry your tears, they fall for a wretch 
unworthy of your pity. 

Sera. Worthy of my tendereft regard, my afr 
fedion, my love; 
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AIR. — ^Seraphina^ 

Sweeteft paflion of the mind. 
Generous, noble, unconfinM, 
, Sovereign love that Tways the foul^ 
Love IS fate above controul. 
Pureft foiirce of honor, truth* 
Kind dire&or of our youth ; 
This her precept — virtue prize. 
Emulate the blefs'd above. 
To be worthy what you love ! 

Prince* No more ! this kindnefs but aggravatet 
iny Ruilt. 

Sera. Guilt! 

Prince, My perfidy. 

Sera. How ? 

prince To you, Seraphina, I am a traitor ; and 
when I difclofe my treachery, your tenderncft 
ivill turn to contempt and abhorrence* 

Sera Betray'd by Frederick f 

Prince. Liften to the fiory of my hlfbood, aad 
then abandon me tn the remorfe which mud 
for ever punifh and torment me, Yeftcrday 
having obtained the confent of my Prince ioc 
our marriage, Frederick, fays he, from the fide- 
lity by which I know you are attached to me, I 
make no doubt of your concern at my late inqut* 
etude of mind, and of your anxiety to know, 
and if in your power to remove the caufe i cou'd 
you imagine it poffible that the portrait of a 
young. lady, whom 1 never faw, has made fuch 
an impreflion on my heart, that till I find her, 
till (he's mine, your Prince muft be unhappy ! 
Here, behold, examine ; fee if nature ever form'd 
;^ny thing fo lovely^ altogether fuch a conibina^ 

tion 
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tion of beauties ! Here, take it, Frederick, I 
commit this precious pifture to your care. Re- 
ply not : Fly, my friend ; fearch every where, 
and, if poiCble, find this adorable woman, this 
charming unknown ! Judge Scraphina, judge of 
my aftonilhment, my grief, when 1 beheld— 
thefe, thefe are the features that have caught the 
Prince's heart ; there is the pidure that be en« 
trufted to my czvc* {gives a figure.) 

FhrL {Looks ever Serapbina's Jhou/Jer) Lord, 
Madam, this is your own pifture ! {IVhile Sera^ 
fhina and Fiorina are looking at the ptdure^ the 
Prince watches Serapbina^s countenance, and /peaks 
apart to Frederick.) 

Prince. Frederick, I doubt her conftancy : but 
defirc my attendants to be in readineis. 

lExit Frederick. 

Sera. *Tis indeed mine $ that, that my father 
liad drawn about a month after my return from 
the convent, and which he Ipft a few days fol- 
lowing. 

Prince. And which fortune threw into thd 
hands of the Prince; but in Head of repaying 
his confidence with fidelity, inftead of throwing 
inyfelf at his feet and confcffing that I was bis 
rival, I endeavour'd to conceal my embarraflr^^ 
neot, and turn his paffion aGdc ; with a forc'd 
laugh I affeded to rally his love for a pcrfon un- 
known ; and to cool his tranfport, urg'd that the 
piAure might have fla(ter'd, that the original 
might not be living, that thofe features per* 
haps never exifted but in the painter's fancy. Id 
fliort, my perfidious jealoufy left nothing unfaid 
that might prevent his curioiity from any further 
attempt to difcovcr y ou« 

Fkri. 
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'Plori. '{aftde) totiThid littlfctb dol tWiik. 

Prince. Mad with the fear of having my trta-*^ 
fiirc fnatch'd frofti me, I jfe^co yotir father and 
tirg'd him to haften bur marria|fe ; t fommon^d- 
rfll my diffimuiaciori to maft^ criy afijtiety before 
him ; but when I afpproach'd yow prefeuce, tkat 
tmfafpefting innocfcace, thatairof fVanknefs andl 
fincerity even triumphed Over your charms ; tht 
tender and ingenuaos joy you ^xpretsVi at feekig 
me, when heaven itfetf had defigii*d you for % 
fhfone, confounded my intentions ; 1 had no 
longfer power to difguife the cruel coiifli^St 4bstt 
agitated my feul. You, lovely Seraphina, per- 
ceived my emotions j your kind foliditude hto 
produced tkis explanation ; th^e now remaiM 
tip more for me but to qntt yotif prefence, and 
for ever baniih from your renoembrfiince^ my 
fliame, my guilt, my confufion, and my love. 

Flori. Ay do, go along, and fend the I^rince 
to us. {qfidt) 

Enter VR^D^i^.itk. 

Fred. Sir, a dotrrier is arrived froiti Court : 
he fays he was ordered to make extraordinary 
hafte, as he comes to you with news of very 
great confequencco 

Prince, [offers much emharraffment) News I 
heaven ! the Prince has not difcover'd— — 

Sera. Go, Frederick, f«e what his bufinefs is* 

Prince, {afide) Aye, I fee her love is extinguiCh^d. 
Oh Serapbina, I have nothing to hope, and fear 
the worft. [^Exeunt Prince and Frederick. 

Flori. Well, men are all foxes, (o cunning and 
fo falfe. Now wouldn't any body ia the world 
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have f^^orn tHat this Don Frederick's love nas 
rcal> 

S^a. And after fuch a proof can I doubt the 
xtalicy of his love ? 

, Flori. A pretty way of (hewing it^ to deprive 
you of a crown I O fie ! He ought to be afham'd 
of himfelf. Dear Madaoii at the 6rfl: fight of 
the pi&ure, a real lover would have cried out in a 
tranfport of joy, ^* My Prince, I know it ; that's 
the pifture of Donna Seraphina de Quintana; ay, 
and not half fo handfome as that beautiful young 
lady: Oh Sir^ if you were but to fee her ! Such 
an air, fuch a charming face ! you'd declare. 
Sir, that not a woman in the world would fo 
well become a throne." There, Madam ; that 
would be the language of a true lover. 

Sera. Ceafe, Fiorina; my mind is tortur'd 
with cruel refledions. 

AIR. — ^Sbraphina. 

My dawn of life, how bright, how gay ! 

Blythe zephyrs play'd around : 
Sweet Flora, goddefs of the May, 
Came fmiling on to cheer the day, 

Whh'rofeate chaplet3 crown'd. 

Tho' morn and noon new joys beftow# 

While peace and lore attend ; 
The fmiling landfcape changes now« 
Arid fate alone can tell me how 

Th« doubtful night muft end. 

Flort. What an efcape ! what would have be- 
come of you if he had concealed his treachery till 
you had been rqarried to him ? Dear madam, I 
tremble to think of it. 

'^ef-a. Pry thee, peace; no more of th». 

FlorL 
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Fieri. You are right, madam 5 Tm wrong ; *tig 
vith the glory that a^ts you I ought to enter- 
tain you. You'll foon be a Prince&l after that 
you'll be a Queen. Charming, delightful, tranf- 
porring ! the very thought gives extacy ! 

Sera. Ah, Fiorina, you and I diffef much ia 
^r opinion of happinefs. 

DUETT. 

SfeRAPHINA. 

Sweet content can basiik ftrife. 
Smooth the rugged paths of life* 
Blefs with joys die Sj^lvan fcene^ 
Tnmqail, happy, and ferene i 

Florina. 

YouthfuU fprightly, blooming hope. 
Cries — Fiorina, ceafe to mope ! 
Quit the lifelefs grove and field. 
Courts alone can pleafares yield! 

S£BAPHIKA% 

Peaceful joys ! 

Florin A« 

Raaling noife ! 

Seraphina. 

Morning bright ! 

Florina. 
Up all night! 

Seraphina. 

Waterfalls I 

3 F 2 Flori, 
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•'« ' •ShephirJ's'Intes!- 

Florika. 

Fiddles and flute*! 

Give mAilgprK^AJMl J^Mf%.VwaimBg ! 

Give me love, and fome gallanting I 

* Both, 

Thofe arc. the joy:« .qCthe Sylvan fcen^. 
Tliofe aTC;t^c JQ>;> pf tic courijy ftenp. 
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ACT IL 



SCENE I. 

^be outjtde of Don Leopold's Caftle* 

Enter the Prince and Frederick. 

Prince. 

JNpW, Frederick, now for the trial! and if I 
prove my Seraphina's mind, as pure as her perfoa 
is charming, this day gives her. my hand; and to* 
morrow, when prefented to the King, my father, 
her beauty and her virtue muft juftity my choice, 
and give an added fplendor to the court of Sara« 
gofla. 

Fred. Behold my lord, fhe comes, and her lit* 
tie governefs too — ah, her councils do no great 
fcrvice to her miftrefs's caufe. 

Enter Seraphina and Floriha: 

Prince. Madam, Tmloft, undone i you've now 

ample 
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ample revenge : a particular friend at Saragofla has 
given me notice that the Prince himfeltwill be 
here in an hour. 

Sera. The Prince ! 

Prince. Yes, tnj good^ my royal mafter, hav- 
ing heard of my approaching marriage, ever foli- 
citous for my welfare and happinefs, and little 
fufpefting how much IVe abus'd his confidence, 
has fignified his pieafure that he'll honour the 
ceremony with his auguft prefcncc, \ 

Sera^ What a firoke of fortune ! 

FhrL Ay, madam, who can fay that fortune's 
blind, when (he has now hit the nail on the head 
fo nicely ? 

Sera. To-day, do you fay, Frederick ? 

Prince. This day, this hour^ every moment I 
expert him } drawn hither by his frieodfliip for 
me, heforfakes the court, even at the time whea 
a happy people rejoices at the day that gave birth 
to their Prince, and, as he imagines^ to give me 
a more joyful furprife, Tm informed that he 
comes malk'd, with a few (elect friends, who 
attend him from the palace. 

Flori. Malk'd ! what a pity I — Oh, the dear, 
dear Prince, how I do long to fee him ! (yfjule) 

Sera. In the diftrefs this accident has thrown 
me, what can I fay to alleviate your grief ? You 
know, JbVederick, my will depends upon a fa- . 
ther. 

Prince. I underftand you. Madam. 

Sera. To hin^ my duty obliges me to fub" 
mit. 

Prince. "Certainly, Madam, . and no doubt but 
he has already ordered you to think of me no 
more. 

Sera. 
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Stra. Don Leopold loves me tenderly ; we have 
no reafon to imagine but that he'll order every 
thing for the befi ; I'll go feek him, and imme<- 
dtately acquaint you with his determination. 

lExit. 

Prince. Confufion ! 

\Walks up in dijordor. 

Fred, {to Fiorina) Well, what's your opinioa 
of this affair 7 

Flori. Prefently we'll acquaint you with our 
determination. [£v//* 

Prince. There, Frederick! what think you 
now ? 

Fred. As yet I cannot judge. 

Prince. Oh, I fee plainly what I*m tocxpeft! 
Yes, yes, flic's refolv'd to rejeft me; and you 
fee with what art (he endeavoured to prepare me 
for my difmiflion— her father's determination !— 
a mere excufe for her caprice, and fordid incon-^ 
ftancy. 

' Fred. Nay, my Prince, my deareft maftcr, 
wait but a littlej before your opinion totally con- 
demns her. 

Prince* No more, Frederick I in vain you at* 
tempt her juftification ; but I fliall have the plea« 
fure of enjoying her confufion, when fhc comes 
to know me* Is my mafk and domino ready ? 
{Frederick bows) Ay, ay, to punifli her infide- 
lity, even if flie did love me in fpire of the violence 
I do myfclf by fuch a refulution, by Heavens flie 
lofes me for iver. \F,xit^ 

Fred. Yes, \ begin myfelf to think her con- 
ilancy's a little fhaken^-^ob, now we Ihall know 
more. 

^ • ^ 
Enter 
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Reenter Florina* 

Fhri. This is an unlucky accident for your 
fnafter, young man ! 

Fred. Unlucky! not a happier gentleman id 
all Spain, if he can but fccure the Prince's favour^ 
and keep your miftrefs's heart* 

F/ori. How do you mean keep her hcdrt? 

Fred. Why, if Ihc prefers him to the Prince^ 

Flari. And how can you think any woman ca-^ 
pable of fuch a folly ? 

Fred. Folly ! hasn't Ihc confcft to Don Frede- 
rick that (he lov'd him ? {Fiorina /naps htrfinzcrs) 
Nay, didn't you yourfcif tell me how much ftic 
lov'd him ? 

Floru Love ! ha, ha, ha ! I like you for that! 
What a boy is your mafter to catch at fuch a 
bubble; and what a fool are you to talk of it ! A 
young girl has fine notions of marriage, bccaufe 
it releafcs her from the convent; therefore, the 
fir ft good match that offers, receives her appro- 
bation, but if a better than that good match 
Ihou'd afterwards prefent itfclf, furc that firft appro- 
bation fhouM not be conftrued into love. No fuch 
thing, I tell you ; and yer, you men exclaim, the 
perfidious woman ! the falfc fair one ! the cruel 
creature! Now that's fo unreafonable, abfurd, 
and ridiculous of you ! ha, ha, ha! 

Fred. So, women firft love only to be married, 
and afterwards hate for the very fame reafon! 
Ah ! you are pretty toys indeed 1 and yet' it is in 
the power of that alabafter face of your-s' to turn 
the head of the wifeft flatefman in Europe. 

Fhri. Oh heavens 1 from that lamentable tone, 

one 
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one would imagine that your head was in fbme 
danger from my alabafter face ; oh 1 do fay fo^ 
and youMl divert me; do> make melavgh. 

AIR.-^Florina« 

Qsick for a fmile implore me: 
YoarGoddcfsfuel 
How odd to view 
Such charms, and not adore me I 
Tho' girls may boaft more merit, 
Yoa'Il ne'er hit on 
A pretty one. 
Of more vivacity and fpirit. 
ril rattle, I'll prattle, 
ini prattle, 1*11 rattle, . 

Ye creatures! 
The toy for your money. 
My word fweet as honey* 
So roguiih and funny. 
My features! 
Gay bloom of opening rofes. 
And thoufand fragrant pofies. 
Sly winidng and blinking. 
As leering, and jeering. 
So arch all ; 
For tmft me, when love's drum 
Beats come, come, come! 
Hearts thumping, 
Brifk, jumping. 
Age pacing. 
Youth racing. 
Some hopping. 
None flopping. 
Ye march all I 

Ha, ha, ha t oh« Lud 1 here comes Don Leo« 
pold. 
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Entir Don Leopold* 

Flori. {Running t$ him) Oh Sir! Sir! Sir! 

Leap. Well, Sir! Sir! Sir! What the dcuw 
is the matter with the girl ? 

Eori. Have you feen my miftrefs. Sir? did fht 
tell yt)u, Sir ? 

Leop Vtvf odd t 

Flori. There, Sir \ you find if you will not go 
to court, the court will come to youw 

Lecp. Yes, I hare heard of the retinue I am ta 
exped under my roof. 

Fieri. Yes, Sir, the Prince! the charming 
Prince ! 

I^op. {ToFndmck) Oh, wherc's your mailer f 

Fred. Heaven knows. Sir; in his diftraAed 
fiate of mind, a man cannot ftay long in any one 
place. 

Leap. Yes, his mind can't be very eafy, I fup* 
pofe.^ 

Fred. Why, Sir, do you think my mafterfc^ 
very' blameabic ? 

Lecp. Blameable! you'll fee my friend, when 
the King's anger burfts upon him, that's all-^ 
you'U fee— mark my words . now you will fee 
the extent of court gratitude. Go find him^ 
friend. 

Fred. I will. Sir : I don'^t knOw what to think 
of the old gentleman. [Exit Fredtritk. 

Flori, But fcrioufly now. Sir, don*t be angry 
XVI th me — DOW would you not be very much dif- 
plcafed if Don Frederick had married m^ mif- 
trefs?— yts, yes, I fee your heart' bear, your 
cheeks glow, your eyes twmkle at the thoughts of 

hating 
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iuiring your daughter a queen ; oh^ dear Sir! all 
your grandfons will be little Princes. 

Li9p. Princes! their Grandfather's maxim is 
this I the greaceft nonarch that ever lived, will 
find fuScient glory in fupporting properly the 
dignity of a roan. 

Flor. Oh dear Sir ! I have no patience ! you 
that are as high in your notions as the bed of 
them, ay, and as proud too as any Grandee in all 
Spain ! Now Sir, confefs : was not your fole mo- 
tive for retiring from the court, becauie you 
i¥ould not ftoop and cringe to thofe that thought 
thcmfelves above you ? but mow. Sir, your pride 
will be gratified ; inftead of your naalung court 
to any body, every body will make court to you* 

Ijof. Girl, you arc full of prate — go you to 
court: you are fit for no other place, juil the 
thing, full of chat, with a vivacity that means 
nothing; you have articulations, tones, words, 
but not a fcruple of common feofe ; made for a 
litde felf-important court gadder, to danglcj frilk, 
afid hop about like an impertinent hufley as you 



ey ai 



are. \tbey reiire^ 

Enter pRfNCf, (m Majk and Domino) and 
Fredsrick. 

Prince. (Unmajis) Frederick, I hope and 
/dread the fatal moment; it is with reludtancc 
I put my Seraphina to this proof, which if 1 now 
decline, I feel that I (hall ftill imagine there is 
jTomething left undone, that might have enfured 
fliiy Iftfting felicity, 

3 a a Fred. 
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Fred. Sir, as you have begun, finifii your paH 
with your wonted refolution. 

Prince. Now I affume my own peribn here j a 
inalk> I truft, will alter my voice fufficiently, al 
they fufpeft no deception — (he tomes ! we mud 
not be feen together. [Frederick retires^ 

Enter Seraphina. 

Prince. {Puts on bis majk) Wh^e is Frederick ? 
«--buc I prefume this is his charming bride. {Ap^ 
froaching tojalute Serapbinay Jicps/uddenly^ affedt^ 
ing great furprife) What do I fee ! is it poffible I 
Are you, Madamj the lady that Don Frederick 
is about to marry ? (Serapbina bows) the dear ori- 
gtnal of the piflure I gave to his care ? Per- 
fidious traitor ! 'Twas but yefterday he undertook 
to find out the charming objedt, wbofe portraic 
captivated every fenfe> and made an imprefiion oa 
my heart never to be erafed. 

Sera. Sir 1 Can I believe this ? 

Prince. Oh^ Madam, do not doubt a paflion 
the moft tender and fincere. 

Sera, Sir, I fliou'd have thought that the pur- 
fuit of a great Prince, the heir of Arragon, would 
have taken a nobler courfc, than to feck an 
humble rcclufe like me, and receive honor by 
conferring it, with his addrefles, on fomc Pfin- 
cefs, whofe birth might dignify the tbrpnc that 
waits him; and whofe alliance might extend 
bis fame, and add Ilrengch to the jntereft of his 
kingdom. 

Prince. Tis for you that throne's referv'd, 
which muft receive luftre froi^ your beauty. 

Poubt^ 
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Doubtlefs 'twas Providence that threw your pic- 
ture in my way, that now lent me hither in the 
very moment you were going to be loft to me for 
ever ! Heaven ordainM you mine> and let your 
confent confirm itb difpenfation. 

Sera. Sir, it would be an idle affectation in me» 
to plead infenfibility to the merits of a Prince, es* 
alted by his virtues, even above the fplendor of 
his birth. 

Prince. Amiable Lady ! a thoufand, thoufand 
thanks for this generous franknefs ! But ftop not 
there ; oh, make me happy — declare that Fre- 
derick has not touch'd your heart, that you con* 
fenced to marry him without love as without re<* 
pugnance, free from inclination, but as he was 
the choice of your father. 

Sera. The choice of my heart. 

Prince. Madam ! 

Sera. There Frederick is enthron'd, never to 
be difpoflefled. 

Prince. Oh rapture ! {afide) What, a fubjcd 
preferred to me ? 

Sera. To worlds ! I love him — let that excufe 
a diibbedience to my Prince, fo foreign to my 
with. 

AIR. — Seraphina. 

Ah» fond lover, footh thy anguifh, 
Ceafe to grieve, ah ceafe to languifh ! 
Since with your's I'll never part, 
.Keep and treafure up my heart ; 
Royal youth, ah ceafe to woo die ! 
Why with hopelefs love purfue me ? 
Succefs thy wifhcs crowning. 
Each tender vow difowning. 
Tyrant fafliion love dethroning, 

Trae 
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True to Frederick I'll prove. 
And reward his faithful loveJ 

Suffer me, Sir, to retire, and acquaint my fa* 
dier, that you honour his caftle with your pre« 
fence. 

Prince. One moment. Madam ! 

Sera. In pity. Sir, do not force me to vio- 
late the refped- that your rank demands ; what 
can I fay more ? The inftant I heard of your 
arrival, at my father's feet I implored his pro- 
teftion J declared if he receded from his promifc 
of my hand to Don Frederick, Td fliut myfclf 
from the world for even 

* Pritue. What, rather than renounce your 
lover, when a Prince fues. 

Sera. Frederick's dearer to my foul than every 
earthly bleffing; his prefence imparts more joy 
to me than the polfeflion of crowns and fceptres 
could beftow. 

Prince, {dif covers bimfelf) And all too little 
to repay a love, fo pure, fo generous. 

Sera. What do 1 fee ! Frederick! 

Prince^ Behold the prince of Arragon ! who 
under the borrowed name of Frederick, beguiled 
you of your heart. 

Enter Severally^ Don Leopold, Florina, Fre- 
derick, and the Prince's att aidants. 

There is the real Don Frederick, 

Leop. What's .this? 

Prince. On my knees, Seraphiiia ! I foUcit your 
hand, with all the extatic raptures of a lover. 
Don Leopold. I claim your promife. 

Leop. My Lord, I came' hither to reprefcnt to 
you njy prior engagement to Don Frederick, but 

Hula 
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little imaging 'twas to a Prince 'I had pro- 
mised my daughter. 

Prince. I hope my being a Prince is no objec-r 
tioft ? 

Fieri. No, Sir ; not the lead objedlion. (f«r/- 

Leap. Ha, ha, ha I the girl has fpoke my 
thoughts, my Lord. 

Flori. Well, Madam, an't I right? for you 
know i faid all along that you ought to have a 
Prince for your hufband ? 

Sera Yes, Fiorina ; but if by your counfel I 
had rejeded Don Frederick, I had probably loft 
my prince for ever. 

LtGp. My Lord, I muft entreat your pardon 
for fome things I Have faid, ivhich, on recollec- 
tion, I think I might as well have left alone. 

Prince. No pardon without a penance, my 
good father-inJaw } and that is, to accompany 
us to the court. 

Flori. To court I Oh, Til anfwer for my maC 
tcr, my Lord, and wc*ll all go to court, {curt^ 
Jeys) 

Lecp. Will you ? Ah, my dear Lord, it wou'd 
be a mortal reftraint upon one of my age and 
humour. Peace, health, and an elbow chair, is 
all that an old man ought to wifh for. I muft 
beg your Highnefles indulgence to partake of the 
little amufements that I had prepared to celebrate 
your Birth day, and the wedding of my daughter. 

Prince. I am honored by the affeflion of fuch 
a father; and every monarch muft efteem the 
loyalty of fuch a fubjeft. 

Liop. 
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Ltop. Frank and free as I am, I am true and 
loyal^ Sir. I honour you> and love my Seraphi- 
*na ; and fuch is your virtue, fuch your filial af- 
feAion, that I am fure you will join in the wi(h» 
i¥ith which I commence our feftivaK 

Prince. Exprefs your wifli, and be aflur'd of 
our concurrence. 

Leap. May the prefent great and good pofleC- 
for of the throne, and his amiable confort, reiga 
for many, many years, the delight of his hxaSj^ 
and a bleffing to his People. 

Enter Men and Female attendants. 
RNALE. 

Hail» hamy people* now rejoice ! 
Sweet viols tane» exalt yoar voice ! 

And fweU the chond lay: 
Fame cries, behold, a Prince is born I 
Then hail the fair aufpicious mom I 

And blefs his naul day ! 

CHORUS OF WOMEN. 

Onr blooming hope, onr infant rofe^ 
In all its promised glory blows. 
Oar joy> our pride confed'd ! 

GRAND CHORUS- 

Fame criesj &c« 

Hail ! gracioos. Royal, happy paif^ 
Hail, happy kingdom. Royal heir^^ 
Be ever, ever blefi'd I 

Hail! 
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Hail ! happy people, now rejoice ! 
Sweet viols tune, exalt your voice ! 

And fwell the choral lay : 
Fame cries, behold, a Prince is born ! 
Then hail the fair aufpicious morn I 

And bleO hi^ natal day ! 
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A C T L \ 

SCENE I. 

A Room in Codger's. 

Enter Codger and James* 

Codger. 

i ES, but why didn't you go ? 

James. Sir I thought as Corny went, thcfe 
was no occafion for two of us to leave* the 
houfe. 

Codger. Corny ! — but why fend Corny upon 
fuch bufinefs-~a country fellow fcarce a fortnight 
yet in town go about with meflage cards — where's 
the butler ? — where's Cofcy i — I proteft I am ex- 
ceedingly angry at this. 

James. Sir, it's none of our faults, Corny 
wou'd go, and you know his (ifter Mrs. 
Nancy told us before your face^ that 'twas as 

much 
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much as our place was worth to fay a word td 
him. 

Codger, {qfide) Sweet little Nancy !— dear how 
my heart bounc'd at her very name — Well James 
you were right if Nancy bid you. 

Jan^es. Ves Sir, but her brother domineers 
over the family at fuch a rate — ^^^cry hard Sir 
for a parcel of lervants to be under the controul 
of fuch an ignorant fellow as that. 

Codger I a have no grumbling James — do as 
Nancy bids you. \^Exit Jamesi 

How the world wou'd laugh at me if they did 
but know of my falling in love with this girl, a 
poor country ^fervant wench that 1 took trom a 
regifter office^ and her brother, this Corny, a 
curfed aukward ruftic; eveiy inftant I fuffer 
fome inconveniencies from his unaccountable 
abfurdities, but I pleafe myfelf and hurt nobody^ 
— ftay— my, nephew Horace — but he*s a profli-^ 
gate unworthy of my favour, (a loud and ling 
knocking without. Codger caUs attbejiae) StopCoiey ! 
James — James— >Blefs me, fome great body, and 
Tm in a ftrange dilhabille« 

Enter James; 

James who is it i 

James. It's only Corny Sir% 

Enter Corny^ 

Corry. Yes Sir, it*8 only !• 

Codger. What the devil was it yoti that gave 
that thunder at the door ? 

Convjf. Yes Sir, wasn't it a very good one ? — As 
Tvegot this new trade of a footman, I was pracj 
ticiog a rat, tat, tat, tet. 

Codger. 
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Codger. That was a rat, tat, tat, tat. 

Corny. Why Lord Sir, don't be angry, I made 
. is much Doife as I cou'd. 

Codger. Oh very well — fo you have been 

Corny. Yes Sir, the day look'd fo fine, 1 thought 
I might as well go take a walk. 

Codger. Take a walk«-»Wa$n't you d ivcring 
the meflage cards ? 

Corny. *Ods bobs if I ever thought o'them, 
but rU do it now — better late than never, {gives 
cards) There I delirer every one o'them to your 
honour. 

Codger. Deliver 'em to me— Oh you blunder- 
ing dog. 

Corny, {turns and looks at James) Hem ! — How 
dare you ftand and liften to our convcriation-^ 
Is that your manners and bedamn'd to you ? ' 

Codger. Retire James. 

Corny. Retire James. [Exit James. 

Now if your honour won't be angry I'll tell you 
— the grand thing that brought me out. — Oh 
fuch wonders as I've bin looking at — I faw — the 
corner o'the Hay-market. 

Codger. You faw the corner o'the Hay-market J 

Corny. All the oqtlandilh beaftes and foreign 
fowls. 

Codger. Oh that's what you've been at — Well 
Corney always tcU truth, but now forget your 
wildfowls. 

Corny. Oh the Leopard! — but then the Ti- 
grcfs is fuch a fine beaftefs. 

Codger. Corny, your fitter Nancy is in my 
eyes a charming— 

Corny. A charming brute ! 

Codger. She excels in beauty— 

Corn^. The CatamountaiD. 

Odger^ 
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Codger. At leaft I admire her more than— 

Corny. TheOpoflum. 

Codger. A» you hope for my favour, I exped 
^ your intereft with her^ therefore my lad cell her 
that I am 

Corrrf. A dromcdaff • 

Codger. You'll tell her that I'm a dromedary!^ 
No incline her to liften to my paf&on. 

Corny. Sir, She'll never liften to you if you 
get into a paflion — I know Nan. 

Codger. My love blockhead. 

Corny. Oh I know that too — ^love ! the porcu* 
j^tne. 

Codger. Tell her it's in my power to give her 
all the plcafure in this word. 

Corny. Sir, if I do flie won't believe me. He, 
he, he ! 

Codger. That I'm fo good I deny her nothing. 

Corny. ^t% Sir, (he knows yo*re good for nothing. 

Codger. Hufti, tell her that I'm generous, and 
kind and worthy. 

Corn^. Well Sir, to oblige you, I don't care 
how many lies I tell her. He, he, he! There's 
one thing I know will pleafe fifter mortifhly. 

Codger. What — what my good lad ? 

Corny. Ever iince (he com'd up in the ba(ket 
of the Abingdon fly, (he's a woiindy defire to 
ride in the infide of a coach, and I (hall be glad 
of Thomas's place^ for I'm fure I'm a main good 
coachman. 

Codger. Why did you ever drive a pair of 
horfes ? 

Corny. A pair — ay that I did'-'-^fix. 

Codger. Drive fix horfes ? 

Corny. Yes, often in a waggon. 

Codger. Ha^ ha, ha ! 

Corry. 
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Corny. I'll on wit& Thomas's livery he's left 
behind, and try my hand, and hanfel it with giv« 
ing After Nan a jaunt round Caveniifti fquare. 
Gee up ! Bonny ! If your honour goc- to the win- 
dow, you'll fee how nice I'll tickle them up. 
Gfce up ! waithehoy 1 [Exit Corny. 

Scout, {without) Well you'll foon fee who I 
belong to. 

Codger. Eh, isn't that Scout my reprobate ne- 
phew's man. — What has the villain quitted col- 
lege without my leave !— I will not fee him I'm 
refolv'd — Cofcy fhall give him his difmifHon. 

[Exit Codger. 

Enter Scout with a portmanteau andpijlolsy which 
be throws on the table, J am^s following. 

James. Why that may be, but who, or what 
(ball I fay ? 

Scout. Go, go, fcour your knives, and that's 
all you have to do. 

James: Well, if you won't tell me either your 
meflage or your bufinefs — 

Scout. Oh we've our old butler ftill I fee. {look^ 
ing out) 

Enter Cosey. 

Cofey. James have you nothing to do ? 
Scout. Did'nt I bid you go fcour your knives ? 

[Exit James. 
Cofey. {looking at Scout) Hey ! 
Scout. Do you forget me matter Cofey ? 
Cofey. Scout ! — ^you fcapcgrace 1 Oh your 
young matter's come fromOxford, Eh ? 

VOL. III. 3 I Scout. 
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Scout. Yes, we're come home. 

Cofey. Yoa're noc, no home for you here» 

S€out. No ! — 

Gojty. Hufli. {lo9ks mbeut totib circum/peffUn) 
Our houfe here is not our houfe aow-— Cbaages, 
— your maftcr — poor Horace*— uodone-^ab*-^ 
youVe dry — never knew you better — ^Oh if you 
muft have it — ^Come— this way. 

[Exeuni Ctfey and Scmt. 

Enter UxoLACt. 

Hot. To judfi;c by his door, uncle Codger 
keeps open' houle — If hefliou^d have heard more 
than old gentlemen ought to hear of young gea- 
tlemen, I'min a thriving way» without a guinea, 
and no hopes but on his favour — I dread to fee 
him — I wi(h the ice was broke — Oh Scout is 
come — ^Why has he left the portmanteau here — 
ril try and fneak up to my room, and con over 
my penitentials for n uncle. 

Enter Scout. 

Scout, have you feen the old one ? — ^Come and 
get off my boots, (m a low tone) 

Scout. Doa*t be in a hurry Sir— you've a jour- 
ney before you. 

Hon What is the puppy at ? 

Seoul. Sir« I guefs*d what wou'd become of 
your hft fcamper from Oxford-^your uncle has 
beard of all our frolics. 

Hor. The devil ! 

Scouts All out Sir, your excurfioa to Abing« 
don — and ading Captain Piumc in the barn. 

Hor. What, and perhaps my affair with Nancy 
Buttercup ? 

S£OUt. 
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ScouL Every thing, 

Ijhr. Who cou'd have told him ?— Why Ihe 
and every body in* the village thought me no 
odier than Mr. Tinfel the ftrolling player. 

Scmii. I don't know Sir, but fome unlucky 
little bird has whifper'd him all — He won't fee you, 
fo you're undone — and for me to live with you, I 
ftarvc — ^leave you, I'm out of bread — for kncKvn 
to have been your humble fervant, I've totally loft 
my charafter. 

Hor. Not fee me ! amidft the extreme of his 
anger at my extravagancies, a good natur'd re- 
coUedion of the follies of his own youth, gene- 
rally inclin'd him to pardon thofc of mine I 
There muft be fomething extraordinary. 

Scouts There is indeed, and very extraordinary. 
—I've got it all out of old Cofey— It fecms the 
fparkling eyes of a rofy-cheek'd country girl, 
that your uncle took in quality of a houfe-maid, 
has light up the dying embers of his amorous 
paflTions, and now our quondam mop-fwinger, 
has got mid-way between Duchefs and dairy- 
maid, by the auxiliary aid of muficand dancing- 
mafiers, Olympian dew, and a blackmoor bar- 
ber, and a brother of Ker's here in the family, an 
honeft carter at bis own home, on the prefumption 
of his fitter's afcendancy over your uncle, is 
making iuch a rapid progrefs to gentility — fuch a 
Hedlor !-^that the matter fcems an upper fcrvant 
in hiB own houfe. 

Hor. My uncle not fee me. {runs to a Ml and 
rings violently.) 

Enter Cosey. 

So, how d'ye do Mr. Cofey ? 

312 Ccfey. 
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Co fey (!n a low tone) My dear, dear yoixog 
mafter. (loud) Here's rioging enough to pull the 
hou(e down. 

Hor. Is my uncle within ? 

Co/ey. No Sir, he*s not within it prefent. (^in 
a low tone winki ig and pointing) He's in the back 
parlour. 

Hor. Arquaint him with my arrival. 

Cofey. I Ihall Sir when he comes in. {loud) 

Hor. Why it's only juft now I've been told 
he's in the back parlour. 

Cofey. (loud) upon my word I don't ttU you 
a lie Sir i (in a low tone) except b tuo ord< n. 

Hor^ Come^ come, 1 know ho'i at hom^ i^ 

Enter Codoer. 

Codger. Sirrah I am not at home. 

Cofey. There Sir, fince you won't believe me^ 
you've my matter's own word for it. [Bxils. 

Codger. How have you the impudence to look 
me in the face ? 

hor. Sir, this is a reception I didn exped. 

Codger. I fuppofe not, but I've heard of all 
your cricks. 

Hor Sir, whatever you've heard to my difadU 
vir tage, the progrefs I'v. made in my ftudies I 
hope will convince you — r 

L odger. Progrefs ! 

Hot. Yes Sir, 1 1 nk 'vc go'^ learning, and if 
you expeft more — I've heard yourfelf fay that 
you didn't return from college quite a conjurer. 

Codger. No, not a bottle-conjuror like you-?- 
I've heard of your Athenian fympofiaques— your 
fupper philofophy. 

Her. Sir, this is a chairader that I really dp not 
defer ve. 

Codgqt. 
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Ccdger. Charafter ! ay, you had great regard to 
charaSer> when you turned ftage player. 

Hor. My afting, Sir, was only among a few 
young gentlemen, for the benefit of a diftreffed 
famiiy. 

Codger. Amazing goodnefs ! — ay, I fuppofe *twas 
your wonderful charity that prompted you to ruia 
the poor farmer's.daughter. 

Hor. Ah, Sir, I fee my college life has bcea 
painted to you in the moft glaring colours. 

Codger. Didn't you run in debt in every tavern 
—•when arretted didn't you break the actorney's 
head-^idn't you fell the furniture of your rooms, 
and on a (hilling diipute throw the broker out of 
the window ? 

Hor, Did I do all this ? {to Scout) 

Scout. No, Sir, not above half of it. 

Hor. Oh, but perhaps. Sir, it^ your convenient 
houfemaid has whifpered thefe^amufing flams in 
you ear, to make way for my little coufins, that 
Ihe intends to prefent you with^ ha, ha^ ha, TH 
come and tafte the cawdle. 

Codger. Here's gratitude, this my thanks for 
breeding you up from a little curly headed rafcai, 
when your whole inheritance cou'dn't purchafe a 
faucepan of pap. 

Hor. Sir, you have been kindj and I know you 
will have the goodnefs 

Codger. I have no goodnefs — do you be good 
enough to go out of my houfe. 

Hor. Without money ? 

Codger. Lord boy, there's money enough widi- 
outfide of thefe doors. 

Hor. Oh, very well, Sir; by heavens Pll go on 
the ftage and dilgraccyour Jamily — I'll turn player. 
Codger. Well Exit Mr. Player. 

Hor. 
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Hot. Or — I have it — yes, Til make a trenKnd* 
ous exit ; (takcj a pijloloffthe faile, which be gives 
to Codger) Sir, be (o obliging as to (hooc that man. 
{^pointing to Scout) 

Scout. Shoot me ! lord» Sir, why would yoo 
bid any body do that to any body, (terrified) 

Hot. ru fay I did it myfelfj and by an ignomi- 
nious, though guikkfs death, ftigmatize my fii^ 
mily with eternal infamy. 

Codger. Here's a dcfperate villain ! you James ! 
Corny, here's a ruffianly rogue— get out o' my 
houfe. 

Enter Coset. 

Ccfey. Did your honour call me ? 

Codger. Get away, get away, (to Horace) Shew 
him out— ril hear no more, go — go — 

[Exeunt Horace, Scout, and Codger ^ feveraliy. 

Cofey. Poor nephew, foolifti uncle, pretty Nancy 
—coaxing doxy — her bi other Corny impudent 
bumpkin. 

Corny, (without) Ay, ay, let who will drive for 
me. 

Cofey. Eh, the very clown* 

Enter Corny in coachman's livery, foiled^ 
Hey what now Corny ? 

Corny. Ah, matter Cofey, Tm fick of this. coach- 
man's trade already. 

Cofey. What like your old cart and waggon 
driving better ? 

Corny. Yes, much handier at the team — gee 
up! look. (Jhews his coat) 

Cofey. A quarelfome dog has a dirty coat. 

Corny. Quarrel ? — he, he, he ! No, 111 tell you, 
you know his old honor feeing as how that I took 
a fancy to be coachman, was quite agreeable, fo 

to 
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to hanfel my new place, I thought I might begin 
with giving filler Nan a jaunt, and to do things 
handy» I leads the horfcs up to the door by their 
very ears, but hitching the axletree of the hind 
wheel upon a poftes, and fifter Handing on the 
fiep fo grand, flap goes a bit of mud in her eye-— 
this was lucky, though ihe was mortiflily difcom- 
fronted at it, as it give time fof me by main 
firength of back, to let the carriage even— -welU 
in bounces Nan, and fmack goes the door upon 
her fingers— (/y«tf//x) but what brought *cm there? 
—Well, now to mount the box — up I puts my 
foot on the top o' the little wheel, and catching 
hold o' the brais lion's paw that hung at the corner 
of that hairy hammer-cloth— away it comes with 
roe, and down tumbles I upon my back-— feeing 
the folks all around lauging at a woundy rate, up 
I jumps, gives a chuck to the rein, and a fiampon 
the foot-board, and was juft fpanking off, when 
poor Nan in a hurry to tell me that Td left my 
wig under the wheel, forgetting that the window 
was up, pops her head through the coach glafs. 

Cofey. Coach glafs ! — a bad job ! 

Corny. Yes, (he fcratch'd her forehead a few, 
and found herfelf fo timberfome, that out jumps 
ihe, and down comes I — fo there ended her jaunt* 
ing and my coach driving. 

Cofey. Well, now you've had a trial at the box, 
will you get up again behind the coach ? 

Ccmy. What, footman after being coachman I 
No that^s advancing back in the world* 

Co/ey. Well, and pray Mr. Corny what place do 
you choofe next in the family. 

Cor«y. Let's fee — V\\ be — whats the gardcner*a 
wages? 

Co/ey. 
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Ccjey. I think Matter gives Mr. Bulbous fifty 
guineas a year. 

C^rny. Til be gardener* 

CoJTf. Why there's nothing to do here in town 
for a gardener* 

Corny. Fifty guineas and nothing to do — the 
▼ery place I want — aflc it for nne of matfter. 

Cofey. 1 will, if only to fee how far the old 
gentleman's dotage will carry him. {a knocking 
without) There's fomebody at the door, {fits) 

Corny. 1 believe there is {Jits) 

Cofey. {taking a finch of Jnujff) \ wi(h they'd 
open it. 

Corty. {taking a pinch out of Cofey* s box) I wilh 
cbey would. 

Codger, {without) No body open the door- 
why Cofcy 1 

Cofey. I'm here Sir. 

Codger* Corny ! 

Corny Vm here Sir. {they Jit ftiU) Mafter Cofey f 

Cofey. Well ? 

Corny. Is your fifter fuch a very pretty girl ? 

Cofey. Me — I've no fifter, nor ever had. 

Corny. Then my good old butler, as you haven't 
got no pretty girl a fifter, you'd as good ftep 
down ftairs and open the door. 

Codger, {without) James, Corny, Cofey 1 la 
there no fcoundrel to anfwer? 

Corny. Yes, Sir, the butler here was anfwering* 

Enter Codger* 

Codger. I hope Nancy isn't hurt, there*s her 
dancing mafter below— -I defire and command yoa 
Cofey, never to let my nephew Horace into this 
houfe. 

Enter 
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Enter NxNcr, 

Nancy. Don't— don't be iuigry. Sir — I didn't 
think the glafs had been up. 

Cod^tr. Angry, my dear ! yes, I am ingry wirfx 
that Doit, your brother ; but (hew me your pretty 
forehead — Oh, no harm to the alabafter. 

Corny. Oh ho ! the old one is in his loving fit— 
{afart to Nancy) Kifs him, Nanny, 

Nancy. I wifti you'd let Nanny alone. 

Corf^. Now's the nick to pufli my forten. (a/ide) 
Speak to maifter for the place for me. {afort to 
Cofey) 

Cofey. Sir, boneft Corny here, not finding 
himfclf quite eafy on the coach box, humbly wiihes 
to change with-^ 

Codger. Hey ! what the deuce will he have 
now? 

Cofey. He'd be glad you'd make, him— • 

Corny. Yes, Sir> I'd be glad you'd make me 
. Butler. 

Cofey. (Surpri/ed) What is it mj place you 
want? 

Corny. Any body's place, fo it be a good one. 

Nancy. Why btx>ther ! 

Codger. Hey, then 1 fuppofe you'll want my 
place bye and bye ? 

Corny. Yours— Why your honor, I had a fort 
of a worfhipful wheezing thb morning, and I 
feel this moment a very gentleman-like twinge in 
my great toe, but whether that's the gout or a 
corn, depends entirely upon your honor's love 
for fifter Nan. 

Nancy. I vow, brother, you grow fo proud and 
troubieibme there's no bearing with you. 

VOL. iiu 3 K. CoTJtym 
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Corny. Maiftcr Cufcy, I want the keys of the 
cellar and plate. 

Codger. Pftia — ridiculous — Go, you fooIi(h 
fellow, and mind your bofinefs. 

Coffjy. Oh, very well, if I'm ridiculous-— Nan» 
pack up your caps, the Abingdon coach fets ouc 
to-morrow at five in the morning. 

Nancy. I vow, brother, if I know what to make 
of >ou. 

Corny. Make a butler of me, and hold your 
prate. 

Codger. Blefs my body if I know how to— 
muftn't part with the girl tho' {aftde) Cofey, 
never mind the foolifti fellow— give him — give 
him the keys, {apart to Cofey) 

Cofey. What, Sir, wou'd you difcard an old 
faithful fervant for— , 

Codger. Pflia ! now youVe goin^ to vex me too 
— to fet your wit againft a blockhead like that-^ 
{apart io Cofey) 

Corny. Nan, wherc's your box ? 

Codger. You filly man, your fitter is well, and 
let her remain fo. 

Corny. Am I butler? 

Codger. Ay you*re any thing— every thing — 
{afide) I wifh you were at the Devil, and your 
filter in my arms. 

Corny. Corne, I'll firft fee the ftate of the wine 
cellar^ and with a big bottle I'll knock dowi) old 
Cofey, by inch of candle in a hoop. 

[Exeunt Corny and Cofey. 

Codger. Well, my fweet Nancy, don't I prove 
"hiy great love for you in fufFcring your brother to 
go luch lengths, and turn my family topfy turvy. 

Nancy^ Indeed, Sir, I'm afham'd of him, yec 
Tin afjpaid to (peak or concradid him — ^from a boy 

he 
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he was always a Turk over me and my little fiftcr, 
and if we dared to look crooked^ he'd thump us 
about fo— 

Codger. Only for you, my darliog, I*d thump 
him out o'the houfe. . . 

Nancy. I grant. Sir, you're very good to.me, 
but I wifh you had let me remain as I was-^I don't 
know what to do — your indulgence, has quite. 
Ipoird me for a fcrvant, and for any thing eUe— 
ah ! no, no, no* 

Codger. Ah, you arch wag— 
Nancy. Indeed Sir, I'm not a wag 5 I am not 
indeed. Sir, and I can tell you Sir, for all I'm fo 
much oblig'd to you, that it's all loft time your 
doddling about me, for it won't do. 

Codger. Come, don't play the Turk like your 
brother. 

Nancy. But what (ignifies all this coaxing-— 
wou'd you marry me. Sir ? 
Codger. Ay, that I wou'd. 
Nancy. But will you ? 

Codger. You have indeed my will, Nancy, 
but— 

Nancy. Don't give yourfclf the trouble of rc- 
fufing me, for I never will marry, except — {weeps^ 
but endeavours to conceal her tears) I beg your par* 
doD, Sir. 

Codger. What's the matter, my love? if I've 
faid any thing to offend you, I beg you a thoufand 
pardons. 

Nancy. No Sir, Its only a thought that c6mes 
acrofsr me now and ihcn — there Sir, it's over. 

Codger. My dear, have fome lavender, or 
you'd bed have a thimble full of wine — your fpi- 
rits are quite down, my fweeting. 

3 K 2 Enter 
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Eaiir CoENT. 

Conty^ I'd be glad to know^ Str» whi^ is old 
red pore, or bucter'd ale, the beft cure ibr the 

gOUC. 

Nanty. What a droll boy 'tis — ha, ha I he, be 
•— oh— (*^/w^ taugb.tng and trying ) 

Codger Hey, now ibc'j» laughing«-K>hj I'll fave 
my lavender drops, fmcc his ifcd port has d<)BC 
the bufincis. 

Entir Jamis. 

James^ Mrs. Nancy, there the daiicin|^ niaftcr 
has waited fo lon^, he fays he'll charg^ you a 
Rouble leflbn. 

Codger. Let him — but the puppy, how dare he 
fend up fuch a meffagc— Now for your cotillons. 
Tol, loUoL 

Cor- Dance up to maifter, Nanny-^Tol loK 
lol. — Ah, Sir, If you were but to fee fifter foot 
^t in our barn at hpnr^e, (he's fo humourfome when 
I touch the Jew's Harp— 

Nancy. "Y^hy brother— 

Codger. The Jew's Harp ! Come, my diatnond, 
that only wants ppliihing-i— Art Ihall finifli what 
Nature has begun. \^Exit Codger, leading Nancj^ 

Corny. Tol lol lol. — If he charges double he 
Ihall bruih up nny hornpipe ; and then FU go fee 
the larned pig, and other fuch nice affairs. 

AIR.- 
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AIR* CORNV. 

Who wou'd not up to London come» 

To fee fuc^ pretty fights i 
A little Hare to beat a Drum* 

And other flrangc delights. 
Two Mares a graceful minuet prance. 

It's fure mott monftrpus rig. 
To fee the Dogs and Turkies dance> 

And next the larned Pig. 

To walk and fly their hopfs and wings. 

Did Birds and Beafls once ufe; 
But Ailley now knows better things^ 

And fo does Mafter Hughes. 
And man on earth no longer crawls* 

Can Eagles foar much higher ? 
Young Ladies now fkip over Paub, 

Each Damfei a High-flyer. 

Mayhap fome conning Man may try« 

Oar humour not to baulk. 
To teach a Salmon how to fly. 

And Lobflers how to talk : 
The Lion hold to bill and coo. 

The Pidgcon how to roar ; 
Since Beafls have learned to go on two^ 

Teach us to go on four. 



lExiL 
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ACT II. 



SCENE I. 

A Room in Codger's. 

Enter Cosey with Chocolate^ and Neujpafersy 
tvbicb be lays on a Table^ tben goes to a door^ and 
liftens. 

Cosey. 

JCjH ! I fancy maftcr's gone to bed again. 

Coager. {from witbin) Who's there ? 

Cofey. \i\ 1, Sir, with your chocolate, and the 
papers. 

Enter Codger, in morning gown and cap. 

Codger. Oh, Cofey, is that you — pray has my 
nephew Horace, attempted an entry here fince? 

Cofey. No, poor youth — well, Sir, were I a 
gentleman and uncle to fuch a nephew, ah 

Codger. Why faith, Cofey, I begin to fufpeft 
that I've been rather too harfli with the lad. 

Cofey. Sufpcft! you may be fure of it. Sir. 

Codgerm 
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Codger. Well, well, we (hall think about- that 
-—d'ye hear, don't let that Corny come near me; 
what is he about now ? 

Cofey^ Sir, he's pradtifing his new butlerfhip at 
the fide-board. 

Codger. Butler(hip ! ha, ha, ha ! well^ and how 
does the devil conie on ? 

Cofey. Oh, pretty well. Sir, he has only broke 
two or three dozen of glaffcs as yet. 

Codger. Blefs my body how ftiall I get rid of 
him ? — but for his filler Na? cy, fend her hither, 
tell her I want to hear her begin with Mr. Twee- 
dlc her new mufic maircr, [j?^^^ ^^* 

Cofey. Mufic ! well faid, Nancy Buttercup, but 
flic's a pretty little girl, and but for the infolence 
of Chucklehead, her bnnher, wc fliou'd all re- 
joice ifi her good fortunir. 

Enter Corny. 

Corny. What have you been doing here, Eh? 

C'jey. Leaving my malier's chocolate if it be 
no off nee. 

CoTfty^ heiving chocolate ! hem ! I b«rlieve that 
belongs to the Butler s place, and if fo, 'twas ve- 
ry great 't'ence. 

Cojey, Time enough for you to put on butler 
when you gee out of livery, Matter Corny. 

Corny. Get you out o'room, Maiftcr Cofey. 

Cofey. W hy if 'twas no more than my being the 
elder, you might be at leatl civil. 

Corny. True, but as I am the ftronger. Til be 
uncivil — Get out. ( pufies Cofey off) Throw my 
livery in my teeth! though if our old maftcr 
Codger marries fifter Nanr as I'm fure he wull, 
this 4me livery does no great credit to either be 

or 
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or <hc. Eh ! here's a fuit of his Honor's cloatfas. 
Lord hdp him^ he has clothes enough. {takH 
flotbes off a bcr/e) Oh they fliall go on — I dare 
f^y heM) take a great pride in me ; and then foch 
refptfl as I ihall command from the farvaocs— > 
and here too is his breakfaft waiting* (emptiis the 
chocolate into a bajon) TU make it ready tor him^ 
p )or old fellow I {f^ts infuf^or) I fear I've made 
it too fwcet. {drinks) No, it's not fwcct enough. 
{^futi in mote fugar then drinks) A little more 
milk, {pours in milk) Let's try. {drinks it off) 
Mow 'twill do very well. [Ekif wish ibe cbatbsi. 

Enter Nancy* 

Nancy. I belieVe there was never fuch a poo^ 
unfortunate girl as I am, rob'd of my heart by 
a cruel dear deceiver that I Ihall never, no, 1 
Ihall never fee Mr. Tin&l again; and here con-» 
ftantly teaz'd by one that I never can love, 
though gratitude forbids me to hate htm ; I will 
not ftay ; but if the adverrifement I put into the 
newfpaper procures me another place, I ihall be 
at leaft freed from my brother's domineeriog, 
and my old gentleman's addrefies— *ph here's the 
newfpapers, dear let's fee, is my advertifemcDt 
in; ay here's the Times, {looking over the paper) 
] hope it bids the enquiry to be made at my coufin 
Mrs. Neighbourly's, in Oxford-flrcet. " Wanted 
•• wanted— wantsjwants, wants, wants, wants," oh, 
what a deal of wants there are in this wortd-^yes, 
indeed here it is, ftay. {reads) " Wants a Place, 
** a genteel young woman/' genteel, ay that I 
certainly am, " of agreeable manners," I'm fare 
I'm as civil as I can be to every foul in the houfe, 
from my mailer down to our footboy ; '' not 

unaccom* 
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ViDkcccifmpHQied/' I can play three leflbns on the 
harpfichord without book ; befides now I can go 
through the whole gammut on the new-fa(hion'd 
Piano-forte Guittar : *^ fhe is capable of fuperin« 
tending a family where there is no miftrels, 
pleafe to enquire for A, B. at the Hog-ia-Pound» 
Oxford-ftrcet." — very well— A. B. that's right, 
Anne Buttercup, I'll run up there to fee if any 
body has enquired.— -My brother! lord what has 
he t>een doing to himfelf i 

JRjt-enter G>rnt» in Codger^s cloatbs. 

Cornif. Sifter Nan, he, he, he ! look at I, he« 
fae, he ! fmart as a carrot. 

Namy. What figure is this you are ? 

Corr^. Vm the figure of i, won't be a cypher 
no more. — Got out of livery, now I'm butler— 
a fnit of mailer's. 

Nancy. Has he left off fuch good cloaths ? 

Comy. YeSj he left 'em off laft night as he wa& 
going to bed. 

Nancy. Has he given *em to you ? 

Corny. Not yet, but I intend to a(k them of 
him-^Sifter N-^ don't I look monftrous well? 
I'm fure I dc, for you know my fweetheart, 
Dolly Dogrofe, that there Whitfunmonday faid 
I look'd very like yon fifter Nanny. 

Nancy.. I'm little obliged to Dolly Dogrofe, you 
may be like me, but I'm fure and fartin. Corny, 
I'm not like you nor never was ; no, not fo bad 
as that neither. 

Corny. Now how d'ye know, now how d'ye 
know pray ? you know Dolly tried her cap upon 
me, but did you ever fee yourtdf in a wig ? 

VOL. Ill, 3 I. Nancy. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



450 A BEGGAR ON HORSEBACK. 

Nancy. Ah, go along with yourfclf and your 
comparifons. 

Corny. Nanny, look, don't you think I'd make 
a compleat Member of Parliament ? 'od I ihould 
like to take hoiife and foIk)w that bufinefs. 
• Nancy. Bufinefs ! ha, ha, ha ! fuch an igno- 
rant— {^^Jide) Houfc ! and I fuppofe write over 
your door, Corny Buttercup, Member of Parlia- 
liament. 

Corny. Yes, and I'd have all the great folks to 
deal with me, once they'd find out I've the gift 
of the tongue. 

Nancy. {Going to the table) Now choke them 
that drank up my mailer's chocolate. 

Corny. Now you'd as good fay 'twas I did tliat 
too, you know that's your way always ; oh very 
^t\\ it was, to be fure *cwas I that gobbled it up. 
{ironically) 

Nancy. Then if you did, you've a great deal 
of impudence ; not left even a drop of creanp. 

Corrr^. Cream ! why it tafied in my mouth 
like affes milk, {bell rings) Oh, Lord, I forgot 
to tell you, there's one Mr. Tweedle, a Harpfi* 
chorder below, he fays, as how he's Organer at 
St. Thing-o-me's church, and he's fent for by 
old Maifter Codger to give you a gavot if your 
mufic bes in tune. 

Enter Tweedle. 

How d'ye do. Sir. {bows auhvardly) 

Tweedle. Sir, your moft obedient, {bo^s) I 
prefume. Ma'am, you're the young lady ? 

Corttf. Lady! he, he, he ! no that's Nan ; (he 
may be a lady though if (he will, for his old Ho- 
nour's fo fond of herj that he incends~~- 

Nancy. 
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Nancy. I requeft you'll go out of the room. 

Conrf. I won't. 

Tweedle. Oh, Ma'am, the gentleman's prc- 
fence is not the lead interruption, {touches a 
Piano) 

Corny. Gentleman! — he's a vaftly civil man. 
{ajide) Sir, will you have a glafs of rum ? 

Nancy* Upon my word. Corny you're very 
rude, and only that the ftrange gentleman's bye, 
rd tell you fo. 

Tweedle. Very good tone. — ^You fing, Ma'am?. 

Nancy. No, Sir, but now and then I hum a 
little for Mr. Codger. 

Corny. Yes, Sir, fhe hums Mr. Codger now 
and then, and fo does I. 

TweeJle. 1 mean. Ma'am, do you fing ? 

Nancy. I'm fond of it, Sir. 

Ck>rny. But ihe can't fing half fo loud as L 
{ftngs) 

'* And then fays he to Mrs. Nan, 
My name is Dicky of Ballyman ; 
And I can neither card nor fpin. 
Nor do any one kind of thing/' ' 

Tol de rol lol. 

(^Claps Tweedle on tbejhoulder and Jings) Join me 
in Qiorus. Tol de rol lol. 



Enter CoE^R. 



Codger. What the devil tol de rol lolling is all 
this ? 

Corny. {Clapping Codger on the Jboulder^ J^^sO 
Chorus. Tol de rol lol. • 

Codger. {Looking at Corny then at tie clothes 
3 L 2 borfi 
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htirji) I«*t poffiWc— Oh, Mr. Twc^dk^ I fijippofe 
—Sir, on the recommradatioo of ft' pupU of 
yours, who-— (/« TwieMe) put oa my clothes — 
(apart to Onty) whofe mufical talents — (/« Tweiz 
dU) you moft impudent {apart to Corny) I adr 
mire— (/tf TweedUy you audacious — {apart to 
Corny) I (hou'd wim to gtye you the preference 
to any other foo of Euterpe — you inftrriial fconn- 
drel {loud to Corny) 

Corny. But wby^ v^hy Sir^ (hou*d you abu^ 
that young man. 

TweedU' Sure the geDtlenaan'a not talking to, 
me. 

Corny Yes, he means you though he looks 1% 
me, for in a morning he always ii^uint§ hugely, 
(apart.) 

Codgfr. I'll teach you another tunc you villain. 
(to Corny) 

Tweedle. Sir, I cop'd teach yoq fifty ronc9. . 

Codger. Then won't you jplcafe to fit down. Sir. 
(to Tweedle) 

Corny. Vd rather Hand, I'm obliged to yoa« 
Sir. 

Codger. Walk out o* my boufe, yoipi rafcal, or 
ni break your bones {to, Corny) 

Tweedle. Oh, Sir, I'll fiive you the trouble — . 
you're a moil unmannci^ly old fellow. 

Codger. What ! 

Tweedle And when you catch me in your. 
houfe again^ may 1 never get as much money 
with a fcholar as wou*d cover th^ firft note- of Co^ 
relli'sjig. \Exit. 

IJancy. The gentleman's gone ii^ a ftraoge 
manner. ? 

Codger. I don't know who's gone or who's 

here^ 
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hc|«, I'm fo cmbarrafsM, and confounded ;— -: 
I tell you what, Nancy Buttercup, youVe a 
good gir!, and a charming girl, and worthy qf 
every thing that can be done for you, and you 
know that I love you, but that fellow there your 
brothipr Corny, is the moft prodigious fcoundrel 
that ever 

Corny. Stop, Maifter Codger, you love fiftcr 
Nan here, and Vm a prodigious fcoundrel ; io ii| 
that cafe d*ye fee, thus the world wags, (iahi 
ber arm under his, Jtngs and ^xit wiih Nancy.) 

Cotter. There's a fellow, came into my houfe 
only t'other day in a waggoner's frock ; ay, fet a 
Beggar on Horfeback, and be*ll — ^his lifter's a 
lovely girl, but I can't, I muftn't think any more 
of her— -no, no, no bearing the intolerable im- 

!>udence of this curs'd bumpkin; yet here Vtn 
eft a lone bird without a houfekeeper, or any bo- 
dy to look after my family affairs : but no more 
pretty girls, and yet a fmiling little notable wench 
now might drive Nancy from my old foolilh 
fond pate. Vm afliam'd to enquire among my 
friends for a young houfekeeper — Eh ! let's fee 
the paper, fuch things are often advertifed— 
(fakes the new/paper and reads) " Gardener, 
^ footman, wants place, groom, lady's maid, 
f* houfekeeper, young woman, not unaccom^ 
« plifli'd" — Oh, feems near the mark — ** fuper* 
** intending family — enquire A. B/' This may 
4o, ril coniider of it, throw oq my cloaths an4 
i^bout it immediately. [Exii^ 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
Horace's Lodgings. 

Enter Scout and Horace meetings {the latter throws 
bimfelfinto a chair agitated.) 

Scout. Wdl, Sir, have you fcen the Manager, 
lias he engaged you, what lalary, how many be- 
nefits ? 

Horace. All over Scout, Tm refufcd, rejefted. 

Scout. Ah, Sir, if they rcfufecl you, Vm fure 
thefe London Managers know very little of good 
ading. 

Hor. Waited above half an hour before this 
King of jQiieds and patches wou'd condefcend 
to grant me an audience, then after afking me 
to favour him with a fpcech — he ftojjs me before 
I Ve got three lines, told ire I had a fine voice- 
was a good, figure--- therefore. Sir, fays he, Td 
advife you to go into the country lor a few 
fummers — hey — ah — Cumberland or Btrming^ 
ham \ or ft I) , I'll give you a line to the manager 
at Coventry. 

Scout. What the devil, Sir, was he going to 
fend you to Coventry ? 

Hor. But now my chagrin is a little over, I 
dare fay he wa« right, and I was a coxcomb to 
think of a profeffion for which nature had denied 
me abilities. By heaven I've a mind to begin 
my adting with George Barnwell, and (hoot my 
uncle the firlt time I catch him out of doors. To 
bring me up with hopes of an affluent fortune, 
and now abandon me to the blight of poverty ! — 

Scoui. 
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Scout. Huz7a ! Sir the luckicft thing— Plcafe to 
read that card, it was put juft now into my hand 
ia the ftrect. {offers a card) 

Hor. Plha ! ( puis it afidt) I almoft think 
that the hand of Providence is on me for my 
villainous fcheme upon poor Nancy, and if I 
knew only where to find her — 

Scout. Read, only pleafe to read the card Sir. 

Hor. (reads) *' The Stage. — Ladies and gen- 
tlemen of a theatrical genius, may have engage- 
ments in a reputable company, in pofleffioa 
oC a good circuit : For particulars enquire for A- 
B. the Hog in Pound, Oxford Street'' — What 
d'ye (hew me this for, iirrah — d'ye think Y\\ tura 
ftroller ? 

Scout. The fined — rthe moft comfortable re- 
venge Sir, upon your old uncle — The man gave 
me a whifper that this is Mrs. Mummery's com- 
pany, and you know that they play at the village 
of Nettlebed within a mile of your urfcle's coun- 
try feat. Ha, ha, ha ! how he will fret and rave 
to fee his name ftuck in a play-bill again (1 a malt- 
boufe — I warrant Sir, old family pride foon 
brings him down withahe cafti, to keep you off 
the It age. 

Hor. But where, or of who am I to enquire, {looks 
at the card) A. B. Oxford-ftreet — Come along 
Scout— Let's muftcr cafti, thy counfcl is my 
fliield. 

Scout. Wc muft be brief when hunger braves 
.the field. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 
Oxford-ftfeet. — The Inn in View: 
Enter Corky and Nahct, ber arm under bis. 
Cbrny. Nan-^ 

Ccrny. Look behind, towards Holies ttrcct-^ 
is*nc old maifter runDihg after you ? {in a low 

Nancy. Not he indeed. 

Corny. Nor Cofcy ? 

Nancy. Not 

Orny. Nor James nor Barriy ? 

Nancy. 1 wifli I cou'd get from hini, (^ajide) 

Corny. HuQi — old roafter's calling yoU back. 

Nancy. Not one of them. 

Corny. Eh — 1 fear I've carried this affair too 
far— 1 believe there's a leg of pork for fervant's 
dinner to-day. 

Nancy. Yes, and that*s your ihare of it. 

Corny. I wiih I had eat my dinner before I 
came out^ Tm as hungry— —Nan, I thought 
you were a pretty girl, and now 1 begin to iuf* 
pe£l your handfomenefs. 

Nancy. Why pray ? 

Corny. Or maiftcr wou*d never have let yoa 
come away — I no more dreamt thai- he'd fufier 
you to come over the threttiold — Nancy you're 
mortiih ugly. 

Nancy. Well, Tm as heaven made me. 

Corny. Heaven never made you with a Billingf- 
gate mob you dab. 

Nancy. Lord brother don't abufe me in the 

ilreee 
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ftreet — How ihall I get away from him ? {ajide) 
Corny I 

Comy. Well? 

Nancy. If I cou'd but run into Mrs^ Neigh- 
bourly 's — rU try — {aftdc) As I live Comy, I 
believe this is ,the very ftreet where I was ftop'd 
t'other eveningj by the filly fellow that fwore 
he'd come home with me. 

Cort^. Eh — was it — but how was this you 
gave the fool the double ? 

Nancy. Oh Til (hew you — Suppofc now Pm 
wanting to run away from you* 

Comy. Well, now let's fee ? 

Nancy. He, he, he I Now mind— >I fay to 
you, « Lord Sir, I defire^-^Pray Sir, let go my 
hand/' Then you know t pull it away--^Then 'ii 
you take hold of me again, t give you a box oa 
the ear— j uft fo— - 

Con^. Hold Nan— wc*ll fuppofe that too* 

Nancy. Then I fay, ** Sir you wouMn'nt dare 
to touch me if my brother was by^-^for though 
he is a ftupid fort of lad'* 

Corny. Don't fay that Nanny* 

Nancy. *' He wouldn't fland by and fee me 
affronted ; and Sir, if you want girls for your 
purpofe look yonder/* — ^now you know you are 
to look yonder. 

Corny. Well, there, {turns his bead aftde) But 
I fee no girl. 

Nancy. Well now Corny I give the fool the 
double, (^runs into the inn) 

Corny. The deuce a girl, or if there was one^ 
ihe's hopp'd off with herfelf ; but Nan is this the 
way you gave the fool the double ? 

VOL. III. 2 M Enttr 
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Enter Horace ii»</ Scout. 

Hor. I think this is it. 

Scoui. Yes Sir, this is the very houfe. 

Corny. {wUbout turning) The devil a bit. 

Hor. So now for Mrs. Mummerj. {goes inte 
the inn) 

Corny. Pray do you love leg o'pork ?— r- 

Scaut. Why yes friendj with a peafe pudding. 
Ha, ha, ha ! [Exit into tbe Inn. 

Corny. 'Od zountiBfli ! {iumtn9 round) whcrc's 
Nan ? gone ! halloo Nan! yesj me has given the 
fool the double — Ah what an owl was I to think 
of building my fortin upon the mind of a wo- 
man — Nan ! — where-^which way did (he go ?— 
Nan ! Ah poor Corny ! where's now my coach- 
manfhips— -(ny gardnerfliip's — my buttlcrffiips— 
All my (hips are caft away — I'll e*cn go back- 
down upon my knees, and if old maifter will but 
forgi' me, and take me into houfe again. Til fet 
my hand to any thing — take a fcrub at a table— 
a whifk at a carpet — a friz at a wig — tap the 
fmall beer— feed Tib and Bob, or curry Dobbin— 
I'll wind up the jack for Dolly the cook, and 
I urn down beds for Peggy the houfemaid. 

[Exit. 
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SCENE IV; and loft. 

A Roam in the Im. 

A ringing and cbnfujtd noije wifhout. 

lEnter Nanct running and vlarmed^ and Mrs, 
Neighbour LT. 

Mrs. N. You may walk in here Nancy—- 
(^cails off.) Sam fiep into the office and fee Ihofe 
parcels book'd for the Ayletbury coach, {turning 
to Nancy) My hottfe is fo "full of oile fort or other 
— Paflengcrs waiting for places, and — 'always 
in a buftle. 

Nancy. Oh my dear coufin Nighbourly fliat 
the door, I'm fo frighten'd, and fo glad to get 
fafe here to you- 

Mrs. N. But how Nancy ?— what's the mat- 
ter, have you left ydur place ? {calls off) You 
Dick bring up that ihiUing's worth of half-and- 
half to Mrs. Mummery^ {turns to Nancy) a great 
managerefs of three or four country play-houfcs, 
we've got here in the houfe, and a fpecial good 
cuftomer ihe is — but bow and why ? Lord 'twas 
rife about our neighbourhood, all the folks had 
it here, that your mafter had married you. 

Nancy. Oh, Heavens ! don't mention fuch a 
thing — blefs me, who's that ?— fhut the door— 
I'm not here if it's my brother Corny, 

Mrs. N. Not fee your brother ! 

Nancy. Ha, ha, ha ! I dare fay he's in a peck 
gi troubles lo know what's become of me. 

{ajid^. 
3 M 2 Mrs. N^ 
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Mrs. N. Hufli ! [Exit- 

I Namy. Que what (hall I do if I can get no 

Elacc to fuit inc — Ah, cruel Mr. Tinfcl, were you 
ut here— Now indeed I want a protedor. 

Rt-^enter Mas. Niighbourly. 

Mrs.N. Vm fureldon't know what he meaii9 
—here's a gentleman aiking for A. B. 

Nancy. Oh that's me — ^my advertifement has 
brought him ; I warrant my face is covered with 
duft, and no looking glafs here^ I wonder is be 
old, or young, or middle aeed ? — My dear ecu- 
fin will you (hew the gentkman up» but be you 
within call though. 

Mrs. N. Lord Nancy, this is all very odd— for 
my part I've nothing to do with geotlemcOi 
cither up or down-— This way. Sir, if you plcafc ? 

[Exit. 

Nancy. Well this is luck indeed, if I get a 
place fo foon«-r>howftrangely my heart flutters, 

Enter Horacx, 

Har. Ay, I fuppofe my female country mana- 
ger here will be for fending me to Coventry too 
—I prefume ma'am, you're the lady that advcr- 
tifed for . 

Nancy. Yes, Sir. (curtfies^ then looks wit A attri- 
tion at Horace) Mr. Tinfcl! 

Hot. My Nancy !— Why this is the moft un- 
cxpefted, the moft fortunate meeting 

Nancy. If you think it fortunate, how could 
you leave me to the anger of my friends -, fcc^ff 
pf the whole village j and my own bitter reflec- 
tions at your fuddcn departure* 

Hor. 
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f&r. (Jkijfes her) Hufli ! there now I forgive 
you^ 

Nancy. You forgive me ! Ah^ you bold-face ; 
but J can't be angry with you ; Tm fo happy^-* 
bleis me I think 1 hear my mailer's voice. 

Hor. Your matter ! 

ifanty. Yes, one Mr. Codger here above ia 
Harley Street that I hired with on my coming to 
London. 

fhr. Is't poflible you can be my uncle's 
Nancy ? 

Nancy. Mr. Codger your uncle ! 

Hor. Airs out — he is indeed Nancy. 

Nancy. Dear, what are you my mafter*s ne- 
phew, Mr. Horace! a gentleman ! wellfomething 
all along told me that you were not really a 
ftroUing player. — ah, you cruel deceiver ! 

Enter Mrs. Neighbourly. 

Mrs. N. Nancy, child, V\\ make free to turn 
you and this gentleman into another room, 
for Mrs. Mummery is conning to hire fome 
of her acl^or folks in this. 

Hor. Mrs. Mummery ! oh, that muft be the 
lady 1 came to enquire after. 

Mrs. M. (without) This way Mr. Barna^vag. 

Mrs. Nf Here (he is — I muft beg pardon-^ 
can't difoblige her — a good cuftomer — always 
)ufes my houfe when (he comes to town. 

(Puts Horace and Nancy off, 
This room is ready, ma'am. 

(Speaking off^ exit.) 
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jE;y/^r Mrs. MuMMERT, Barkavag, Youno 
Barnavac, and Miss BarnaVag. 

Mrs. M. Well, Mr.— What's your name? 
Bar. Barnavag^ madam. 
Mrs. M. Ha> and this is your fon and daugfa^ 
ter ?— and you'd vriih to engage in my com- 

pany ? 

Bar. Wc wou'd. Madam. 

Mrs. M. Long on the ff age, Mr. Barnavag ? 

Bar. Sixty twb years laft Lynmart; myfirft 
appearance was the child in the Chances, and I 
Equalled fo naturally that the thunder of appl?ufc 
rings in my ears this very moment. 

Mrs. M. And pray Mifs Bainavag what cift 
are you in ? 

Mifs B. Moftly the old men in Comedy, 
madam* 

Mrs. M. And your fon ? 

Tcung B. I do the airy fops— >ah, hn— {.capers 
heavily^ and takes Jmff^ then blows and fans bimfclf 
with bis bat. ) 

Bar. Madam, oiir family is a little company 
in itfelf, but my eldeft fon ! ah, Mrs. Mummery, 
he has prodigious merit indeed — Gaby, arc you 
furc your brother faid he'd follow us ? 

I'oTing B. yes. 

Bar. Ha— well. Ma'am, he'll enquire for you 
by your lignature of A. B. — He's our Macbeth, 
Lear, Touchftone^ and fo forth — but his grand 
line, is the old comical fathers, Madam, an ex- 
travagant dog though — it's he that broke up my 
company — why Madam, he has ruin'd my ward* 
robe by wearing the ftock-cloaths; and as our 
laft play was the Bufy Body, I dare fay the fellow 

is 
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IS at this moment figuring up fwallow ftrcet^ in 
the charafter of Sir Francis Gripe. 

Mrs. M. Well, well, we mall fee, but you 
muft kaoWi Mr. Barnavag, our gentlefolks dowa 
in the country,, to ape the elegance of your Lon- 
don tafte, have got mad atter camels, birds, 
horfesj mufical haresj balloons, and fuch things i 
ami fo in compliance with thefe new fancies^ my 
bulinefs partly up to London, was to engage the 
dancing dogs for them — Oh, and apropos, Vi 
(hew you — (^calls) . Mrs. Neighbourly 1 

EnUr Mks. Neighbourly. 

Has the man brought home the things I micntion^ 
cd Mrs. Neighbourly ? 

Mrs. N. I don't know. Ma'am, but looae man 
left that cafe for you. (pginiing to a cafe) 

' Mrs. M. {^Looking at it, turns, ta Barnavagy I 
get all my flage properties made in London, by 
Mr, Combes, of Covcnt Garden, a very ingenious 
man, and I even have my fcenes painted in town 

by little Mr. Hodgins Here's a cargo of 

crowns, fceptres, daggers, bowls, and truncheons* 

Mrs. N. Tve (hewn an old gentleman into the 
next room. Madam, he cornea about an adver- 
tifement. 

Bar. Old gentleman! ha, ha, ha! it*s he. 
Madam — it's my fon Nokes— when he's dreffed 
the fellow looks the old gentleman indced^-Ha, 
ha, ha ! — and I dare fay he'll put it on too, to 
give you a fample of his afting — Ha, ha, ha,«^a 
wild rogne. Ma'am. 

Mrs. M. Shew him in here. 

{Exit Mrs. Neighbour ly* 
in 
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|n cafe it Ihou'd not be he, Mr. Barnavag, you'll 
plcafc to ftcp down ftairs a moment. 

Bar. Yes, Ma'am— but I warrant 'tis Nokes— 
we call him Nokcs, he's fo comical— ha, ha, ha ! 
Come down, children. 

[Exeunt^ manent Mrs. Mummery. 

Mrs. M. (^Looking out) Oh yes, this muft be 
he. 

Enter Codgbr. 

Codger. Servant, Ma'am« 

Mrs. M. Sir— . 

Codger. Ah, my heart is pretty fitfe with fuch 
ft houfekeeper as this« (afide) 

Mrs. M. Muft be a good adlor— very fine gri* 
mace indeed, {aftde) 

Codger. 1 preiume yon are A. B. 
. Mrs. M. 1 am. 

Codger. YouVe a bouncing B. {afide) Vd be 
glad to know your laft place, becaufe I IhaH 
want a charafter. 

Mrs. M. You may have plenty of cfaarad:ers^ 
Sir, but pray are you a quick ftudy ? 

Cddger. Eh? 
. Mrs. M. I dare fay you'll find mine a good 
company. 

Codger. I make no doubt, Ma'ami but you're 
very good company — but will you undertake the 
care of my family ? Pray let's know your terms— 
what wages ? 

Mrs. M. Salary is out of the qucftion— you 
may have a (hare in my company. 

Codger. Well, Ma'artfi^ you're very generous, 
to give me (bare of your company without any 

falary 
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falary— let's ftrike the bargiin — ^jrou undertake 
the care of my family^. 

Mrs. M. Why Sir, I ittuft fay part of your fii- 
itnily I think very ufelcfs. I don'c like the fat fop. 

Codger. The fat fop!~oh. Corny, I fuppofe. 
(ajide) 

Mrs. M. Then, upon my wbrd, your poor old 
father's fit for nothing but a candle fnuffcr. 

Codger. My father a candle fnuffer 1 

Mrs. M. But, however, I have no objeftion to 
tngagc you. 

Codger. Yes, youVe vcty engaging-4-(^j/?^^) 

Mrs. M. But there's one thing — not fo free 
With the wardrobe — you muftn't ftrut about in 
hiy cloaths. 

Codger. Ha^ ha, ha I don't fear Madam, Vva 
hot quite fo frolickfome. 

AfrJ. M. I believe you^re an excellent old man, 
but you ihall have a trial part-^are you frightcn'd 
it a full houfe. 

Codger. Frightened — (he thinks me fome ftingy 
hunks — {aJide) Why nO Ma'am^ Tm ufed to fee 
a good deal of company. 

Mrs. M. Oh then, we're generally full at the 
race time — or fhouM you like to take your trial 
at the next affizes. 

Codger. What! 

Mrs. M. And thin if you^re approved of, you 
may take your full fwing. 

Codger. I fwing at the next aflizes ! Tm very 
inuch oblig'd to you Ma'am, {going) 

Mrs. M Where's the man going— I have the 
Ramps ready-^here Mrs. Neighbourly — {calls) 
and if you pleafe, we'll fign the articles*— and call 
up your father to witnefs them. 

y^fck lu^ 3 H Codger. 
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Codf^er. Call up my father ! If u*s the fame to . 
you, we'll let him (lav where he is. 

Mrs. M. Why, pr^y ? 

Codger. Becaufe, Ma'am, it might happen 19 
make the difference 01 three thoufand a year tQ 
me. 

Mrs. M. Ha, ha, ha ! you're truly comic, 

Codger. Am I faith. 

Mrs. M. Do you dance ? 

Codger. Dance 1 

Mrs. M. But how is your tragedy ? 

Codger. Egad, Ma'am, I don't know how it is, 

Mrss. M. Let's have a fpecch— Come, the mad 
fcenc in Lear— here's his garland — {^takes a garlani 
of artificial flowers from the cafe, and thrcws it (fo&r 
Codger's Jhoulderi) Come, ** Pull off my bpots— 
hard — harder." 

Codger f I never puU'd off a lady's boots in my 
life. 

Mrs. M. Well, Macbeth — here a truncheon. 
( Takes a truncheon from the cafe^ and puts it in bis 
band) " Blow wind, burft rack, at Icaft we'll die 
with harncfs on our back.*' 

Codger. And pray Ma'am, what atp I tQ do 
with this piece of ftick ? 

Mrs. M. Ay, you -re all for comedy I fec^ 
" Firft the quip modcft — next the reply churlilh/' 

Codger, by die Lord, Madam-— ~ 

Mrs. M. Oh you're going to the Clpwn in 

Twelfth Night ^Well, let's have a fpeech of 

that — oh, ftay, here's the clown's cap— — {taha 
a cap from the cafe^ and puts it on Codger* s bead) 
—interrupted ! well, this gentleman can witncfs 
the articles. 

Enter 
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Enter Horace, 

Hor. My uncle ! 

Codg^er. Horace ! 

Mrs. M. {Reading) '• You agree to aft in all 
tragedies, comedies, operas, farces, preludes, in- 
terludesj prologues, epiloguesj mimes^ andpan-* 
tomimes." 

Codger. Hcy-'f-^Putting his fingers to his ears) 

Hor. What the devil ! uncle^ arc you going 
pu the ftagc ?- -ha, ha, ha. 

Codger. I don't know where I'm going, nor 
what ihis great woman's going to do with me. 

Enter Corny, 

• Corny. Maifter Codger I'm come — ^ha, ha, ha ! 
^looking at him) Lord what a fine fool my maifter 
does make. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Codger. Get along you icoundrel. {throws thi 
^af at him) Laugh'd at by you too. 

Enter Barnavag. 

Barry. Well Mrs. Mummery he's not come. 

Mrs. M^ Yes he's here, and a charming co* 
pedian he is. (fointi/ig to Codger) 

Codger. TpW "^e woman what are you at here 
with your artiple3 and your mines, and your 
pantomimes ? 

Mrs. M. Why jiin't you Nokes the Player, 
fon to old Barnavag ? 

Codger. Don't Barnavag me woman — I'm nei- 
ther John O'Nokes nor Peter Stiles. 

Barny. Lord Mrs. Mummery that's not my 

ion^^looks Jledfajily at bim) 'Od it's 'Squire 

Codger. 
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Codger, YouVc right, friend — (turns to Mrs. 
Mummery) And if you arc Mrs, Mummery, and 1 
had you down at Nettlcbed Hall. I'd fee how 
you'd look in a vhirligig9 Madam. 

Mrs. M. Squire Codger ! do your Honor pleaie 
to forgive me^ — I vow I took you for a player in 
the old caft» and that ^11 your wrinkles, nodding 
and ihambling, was put on to (hew me what a fint: 
tAor you were, 

Hor. Come, uhde, Mrs. Mummery meant no 
harm, at)d if you remain in the fame humouf 
when laft we parted, inftead of you, if lhe*H ac-a 
cept of me for a comedian. Til briog a lovely 
girl here, whofc pi^rfon and qualiBcations may 
prove ornamental, even to a Theatre Royal— ^ 
{Goes to the door and leads Nancy in) 

Codger. My little houfekeepcr ! 

Nancy. Ay Sir — your poor Nancy, who, if 
you were a King, v^oii'd rather be your niece^ 
than your wife. 

Hor. True Sir — ^this in the fweet innocence 
that 1 betrayed under the name of Tinfel thd 
Player, but I am now with fincere contrition 
determin'd to make her an honorable reparatiooi 

Codger. Hey ! — give me your hand Horace, 
.for this aft of generofity I forgive you all your 
rogueries.— I muft fay Nancy is worthy of an 
honefter man, and ic fhall be her old matter's 
part to reward her conftancy to you, and by % 
return of my favour, to fecurc your affcckioii 
to hen 
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